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CHAPTER I. 

TRACKED TO PARIS. 

"Welcome to Paris. Mr.. O'Connor !" 
"Oh ! you know me?" 
The quiet-looking French police oficial smiled 

slightly, and bowed his head. 
O'Conno~-'s male comynnion~ Mr. Obod Grimes, 

the  keenest 01~1cletective New yorlc llad eve]. pro-
ducei!, looli~d illtensely iu tere~t~ed,  but said nothing. 
"We make it our bosiriess to ]inow every one who 

sets foot on the sacred soil of  France." 
''I 1;new tlmt in the claw of the Empire you were 

crecljtd with llaving the finest police tnethocls of 
any  nation in all Europe." 

"And if ever we neetlerl it we do low! for German 
spies Btwp us constnntlg- worried, tracing our fortifi-
cutious and learning our weal< points. From the 
minute you set foot in France you were sha.dowed, 
and your whole history leal-ucd." 

"In~possible." 
"I can provc it,  inonsieur." 
LcHOW?7? 
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< <  By giving n brief history of your later life." 
The Irish Monte Cristo looltetl first a t  the old de- 

tective, who stood uenr, and then a t  his cllarming 
wife, Katy. 

"Prove your assertion, and I will believe that your 
means of fincling out facts are something beyond the 
ordinary. " 

"Listen, then. Your name is Redmoncl O'Connor. 
You escaped from Ireland after heading an  insur- 
rection which never l>~-ol;e out. 

"In America you got wind of a secret, and went 
to Peru, where you secured the f a m o ~ ~ s  treasure of 
the Incas, ~mtolil millions, which made you the mod- 
ern Irish Monte Cristo you are called. 

"There in New York you were hunted like a wild 
beast by the thugs from Peru, the keepers of the 
treasure which fell into your hands. 

"They songht your life, but. thanks to the cun- 
ning of this gentleinrm. Mr. Grimes, you managed to 
outwit their schemes! marry your Irish sweetheart, 
and sail for the Mctliterranean. 

"Your vessel touched a t  Gibraltar, and you landed, 
hastening into Spa.in. 

"Then, like all sensil~le people, you aimed for 
Paris, the city of the world, where you are known a t  
the hotel as Mr. and Mrs. Reclmond Darcy." 

O'Connor's face told his astonishment. 
As for Mr. Grimes, he nppealwl amused. 
This sort of b~lsiness lay within the scope of his in- 

telligence; he could reatlily comprehend bow all 
these facts Iml l~cwn picked up by the French police, 
but ah the snnie tinu: llc? was bound to adinire their 
methorls. 

"We are not m~cler suspicion, then?" he aslied. 
( i  .Pru4/cun! no, inonsictur. we are only ttoo happy 



to have you with us. Eut n sense of duty constrains 
me to tell you bad news." 

"Ah! what is that?' '  
"You are followerl, messieurs. The enemy dis- 

covered your trick too late t,o accompany you, but* 
four of them sailed the next day on the City of 
Rome, bound for Liverpool." 

O'Connor and Mr. Grimes escl~angeil glances. 
Already trouble was rising up for them. 

"What else did you learn, monsieur?" 
"They lailcled at Liverpool on the ninth, and 

started for Hsvre, passing tlirough la belle France, 
and this very morning they enter Rome." 

"A close shave, but they won't find us." 
"Be not too sure, monsiew. The steamer you 

came on llas entered its port. They p~wbnbly know 
by this time that  you left it  a t  Q i b ~ t l l i ~ .  

"Given those points, the inevital~le co~lclusion is 
that  you have been clrawn to glittoi-ing Paris. 

"They will seek you here, depe~ltl on it, and unless 
you manage to elude them, me must look out for se- 
rious trouble. " 

O'Connor drew Mr. Grimes aside. 
They tdkecl for a few minutes, while the gallant 

$rencll detective was making himself agreeable to 
the handsome wife of the Irish Monte Cristo. 

He  saw that  I iaty O'Connor was a woman in a 
thousand, loving, tender, and yet ready to do and  
dare for the man she loved so devotedly. 

The keen. observing eyes of the French officer 
read her character, and he nclmirerl her. 

"Monsieur, your information is exact?" 
"You will find it does not vary s particle." 
"Can you discover when these men leave the Eter- 
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n d  City, by mhn'u traia, and at what tint they will 
r e ~ h  Paris?" 

The oiiiciA si~lilcd. 
':you wish to enjoy Paris 35  1033 a5 possibl~. I 

will bring yoa th:, infornlation before night. Then, 
some 11our.r; bofore they alsrivc., yvu can hide your 
trail aid pro(:c\c?:l to C i ~ r ~ n m y  or Norway." 

"No, ~ v c  s!1a11 pms tIlc1.n on the road." 
a i ~  h u n t 1  Fc.)r Rome:"' 

"It is the last ~ L ~ c ' u  they ~ ~ ( I L I ~ J  Ioo!: for us." 
"True, and the tlnrinji p l m  often succeecls where 

a mild.cr one f3.ils. Succccs, mcmiculx" 
The Frei~cll c!etx,tive was gonc. 
"COIUC,'' said O'Connor, ' L s i ~ i c ~  we rnay have only 

a day a t  present to see the gay city, let us put in our 
time to the best culval!tage." 

To this a11 ngreccl. 
They went from one object of interest to another, 

and managed to see a, great deal l d o r e  the shacks 
of evening fell around them. 

Paris nnrl Lonclou i1ilTc.r in this respect. 
A week ill tho formel. gives an ordinary tonrist all 

he cn1.e.; to see of it, ~;tlles:j thc: g3.y but,terfly life has 
a11 a.tt,rnc tjon for I l i ~ r l .  

On the other h:~ncl, after mccks of sight sccing 
there arc still objcvts of interest to be found in ani.1 
zlro~lnrl the grcnt ciky o f  London.  

'IVem*iecl with thc 1a.bol.s of this day of action, the 
little ~ ) w t p  rctlwncrl. t J their hotel. 

They were dining. 
With unlirnitc4 l ~ l ( ? ~ l i S .  every luslzry that  money 

c,oultl buy wo.s p lac~ t l  at their dispoanl. 
\V711ile they wcre in  bhc mitlst of the mr-!nl, who 

should show up but tile polite police oficial. 
Of cocusse he was iilvited to join them. 
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The coilvers,ztinn was in French, which d l  under- 
stood. 

Taking uclvan t ~ ~ g ~ !  of the ,m,l)sc~ncc of Chc waiter, the 
rnonml towi sub jcc. t w a s  I~rvacl~ed. 

" Y o u  have Iwar~l, Mon:jie:~r lc Surg::~ini?" 
''\4'i111!u t!le I ICJLL~,  111011:ji~~~r, " 

"To w11at ~li.~~s:t?" 
".A train left l?onc a t  six thirty-five by way of the 

M ~ i l t  St. Clcni:; tu~lucl ~uutu.  T l x  four clark gentle- 
men f~-uin Peru v;crcl ou Lunrcl." 

"Eoontl for Paris :'" 
"Yes, tIirry:.t. " 
"How 1o1ig will it  take f o ~  them to rc:nch hers?" 
The Frenclui~nl~ s!lrngg:.c-c.l his slioulders. 
"T1m.t dep~ncls, n~o i~s i e~w.  " 

c~oll vill~l.t?~' 
"Mnny tliings. TVe llave occ-asioual :~wideuts  on 

our ruilrond lines a s  \v(.ll as you i l l  -Y,lnrric:a. Who 
knows Gut wl1il.t our four gc~ntle~r~cru, 1vc.kcd il l  (:o~n- 
partinent four of the Paris Esl~l.ess, ~ u u y  IN. sluug-11- 
terecl a t  klie f'oot of t h r  AI I ,~ . "  

"Ac'ciclcn ts ;wide, wliw are they ~ l u e  lie IT?" 

The Gaul took out a.n in t,ricate t i n ~ e  tal)lc?, which 
he sec!mec.l t;o 1i:~ve at liis fi~~yer:;' enils. 

"The train mulies lunlly stops. I t  is clru: in Paxis 
t o  morrow cvening at Ci :lL" 

"That gives us n.nothc~r day for sight seeing-. We 
eh:dl slwp soundly to-niglit." 

Thc P~.c-::icll cletective elevc~.td his eyebrows. 
He coultl not 1~u t  a.cllnire the coolness of these two 

men in the face c t f  a terrible clangor. 
"I a m  not so sure of that, monsieur." 
"Say yo11 SO?" 

"The const, is not clear." 
"I understand. One of their comrades, arriving 



by a French steamer at Havre, has remainecl over 
here in Paris." 

"Esaclly. Thcre is a party here under the name 
of Gonzales, to whom they have telegrayhecl. " 

"Puttiny him on our trail?" 
"No, for he had already sighted you. For the 

last six 11om.s he has kept you in sight, following in  
a fiacre wherever you went." 

Mr. Grimes surewtd up his lips as  if to whistle, 
but no sound came forth. 

I t  was his way of espressing surprise. 
"Do not look a~muncl. but glance into this mirror 

at the end of the room back of me. Do you see a 
gentlem:~n eating at the third tnble?" 

"He has  his back to the glass?" 
"Yes." 
"A gray suit of clothes, and black hair?" 
"That is true. The man in gray is Gonzales, to 

whom the othcrs have wired. " 
"Your scope of knowledge is surprising." 
"That is not all. This man has already made his 

arrangements to dispose of you. " 
"Meaning me-Retlmond O'Connor." 
"Exactly. IIe talked twenty-three minutes with 

one Rhoul R e n i ~ ~ ~ t l ,  the most cunning clesperado we 
Bave in all wide Paris." 

"It is lucky for us we have learned this. Where 
does Gonzales put up?"  

"At tliis same hotel. He  arrived tliis morning at 
30:17. Ey twenty-five minutes after ten he knew yon 
were here ant1 cloing the city. At n yua~.ter to elevcn 
he started out with a guide to track your party, and 
when noon came he tlisoovereil YOU near the Champs 
Elysees. As I said lwfwe, he never lost sight of you 
until he saw you WWP, rc~t,lil-iiing to the hotel, T h m  



it  was he fo~uld out Rel-~a~ilcl nud [)la~~necl--mt~rdc?r." 
Raty's face grew pale a.t the word, Iml; slw was a 

bran?  little woman, and  hail tlhc1 11 tmost C ' O L ~ ~ ? C ~ O I I C ' ~  
in her l~us l~nnd  :m11 his friend. 

Mr. Grimes grew tlloughtfiil. 
"These devils must be circuimve~~teil. W e  can cle- 

pent1 upon your assistance. friend ?" 
"YOU ma.y, iiicleecl, messieurs." 
"Then we will outwit then1 yet. '' 
"You have a plan, Monsieur Q1.imcs?" 
"Yes." 
"Would you mind letting me hear it?" 
'iI meant to tell you, for all iltipencls upon your co- 

operation." 
"You may count on that beforehand." 
"We mill deceive this Gonzelcs. I shall let i t  be 

ui~clerstoocl a t  the office: that  we have decitled to 
leave on the evening tlmain to-morrow for Brussels, 
and sllom tickets to that  effect. 

"You will have two men and a woman ready, dis- 
guised, to ta.lce our p1nct.s. The change can be. eftected 
easily enough, nilcl while lie hunts them we will, 
under other conclitious, start for Rome. " 

"Good, monsieur. I have in my eye the very par- 
ties to carry this scheme out. They will not betray 
themselves until the compatriots of this Gonzales 
arrive in Brussels. This will give you more than 
twenty-four hours' start." 

"It will be our own fault if we clo not give then1 
the slip." 

O'Connor pressed something into the h a d  of the 
considerate French detective. 

"There are  a thousand francs for yourself, my 
good friend, aiid as  much more for those whom you 
employ to serve our ends." 
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CHAPTER 11. 

MR. GRIXES GETS I N  HIS T Y 0 9 T L  

When the genial French detective officer had left 
thern, the three tourists put their heads close together 
for a little talk. 

The situation was canvassed in low tones, while 
they watched the gay scene as  witnessed from the 
broad veranda of the hotel. 

I11 the morning Mr. Grimes was to go to the house 
of a friend, and leave a secret message for O'Con- 
nor's former companion in the crusade to find the 
buricd treasure of the Peruvian Incas. 

This was a man named Tom Qrattan, a whole- 
soulecl fellow, devoted to Redmond. 

He had left them to visit a certain town where a n  
old relative lived, aild was to have rejoined them in 
Paris later on. 

Having been put upon their guard, they watched 
for Gonzales during the evening. 

He did not hover around them, but several times 
they cliscovered him close by. 

It lookecl as though he meant to keep them under 
his observation. 

Finally they separated for the night. 
They had three rooms adjoining on the second 

floor of the grand hall, O'Connor and his bride tak- 
ing two, while the grim old detective occupied the 
thircl. 

He was there to watch over O'Connor's interests, 
and it would be hard indeed to find a better man for 
the purpose. 



Mr. Grimes reulaineci l o  smoke another cigar. 
He was usually in a tranquil frame of mind, as he 

did not let small things worry him. 
To-niglit, however, he seemed measy. 
What he had seen of these thugs from Peru had 

stamped them in his mind as desperate men, whom 
danger would not cla~ult, and who would never give 
up their mission whilc life remained, unless it was 
accomplished. 

He ]mew they woulcl give his friend great trouble 
in the near future. 

"I see no way of avoiding it all. The only escape 
lies in the death of these men, and hang me if I like 
the idea of being instrumental in bringing that 
about. They are obeying their oath, and carrying 
out a solemn duty. Altogether it is puzzling. I know 
they are too been to be put off the track long. 
They'll scour Europe from the Pyrenees to Moscow, 
or the land of the midnight sun, but what they will 
find us, and then the trouble begins again, for they 
mean to take that treasure back or have O'Connor's 
life." 

So he mused. 
All the while lie was being watched by a keen pair 

of jet black eyes. 
Gonzales was near. 
The telegram from his fellow thugs had been 

placed in his hands, a d  he knew they were now en 
route for Paris from Rome. 

I t  woulcl be a glorious thing if he could accomplish 
his work and fulfill the vow before the others ar- 
rived on the scene. 

One thing he did not like. 
On previous occasions this man, the shrewcl New 

York detective, had outwitted them. 
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If he could be gotten out of the way the coast 
would be more clear for other work. 

A gamin ran up and plncccl a note in the hancls of 
the smooth-faced American. 

I t  was perfumed delicately, and the writing inside 
was eviclently that of a lady. 

Mr. Grimes opened it curiously. 
What clid he read? 
The note was such an  one as  no doubt passes in 

gay Paris many a time. 
The writer, who signed herself as a yoilng widow, 

Madame L'Strange, declared that she hacl seen the 
American gentleman, and would like to make his 
acquaintance. She was wealthy, and he could judge 
of her personal appearance from the inclosed photo- 
graph, which failed to clo the origiilal justice. If he 
woulcl meet her in the presence of a friend, and form 
an  acquaintance that might lead to mutual benefit, 
he would accompany the boy to her residence, 15 
Rue -- 

The photograph was of a beauty with eyes that 
melted in liquid love. 

Mr. Grimes was a man. 
He seemed to fall into the trap a t  once. 
His first act was to press the picture to his lips-it 

was enough to intoxicate any man to have a beauty 
like that make aclvnnces of love. 

Speaking a few worcls to the boy, he put his hand 
to his back pocket a,s if to makc sure that he was 
armed. 

Then he left the veranda,, and walked away, with 
the ganlin a t  his side. 

From behind a neighboring post the clark-faced 
Gonzales witnessed all this. 

He rubbed his hands  together. 



16 THE IRISH MONTE CRISTO ABILOID. 

Really the plot was working well, thanks to one 
weak point in the detective's armor, and a woman's 
face. 

Was this so? 
Had the cunning Mr. Grimes succumbed to a mis- 

erable trap simply because it was baited with a 
lovely woman's picture? 

Not much. 
He saw through the game from the start, and had 

been playing a part. 
When he started off with the boy he was half 

tempted to go all the way, and see what kind of a 
trap they had set for him. 

Of course the photograph had nothing to do with 
it, as he knew this had been p~irchased in a shop 
where it was on sale as  a French beauty. 

The fools had forqotten to erase the selling price 
from the back of the picture. 

Mr. Grimes concluded, however, that this was tak- 
ing too much risk. 

It  might amuse him, but while he was in the em- 
ploy of the Irish Monte Cristo he had no business to 
assume unnecessary risks. 

Having made up his mind upon his subject, he still 
believed it would be well to deceive the watching 
Gonzales into the belief that his plan had worked. 

This was why he followed the lad. 
Well did he lrnow-that a t  No. 15 Rue- he would 

mee$ the assassin blade of one Rhoul Renaud in- 
stead of the fair widow of the epistle. 

When they had gone some little distance from the 
hotel the detective made up his mind to halt, as his 
object was attained. 

He put his hand un the boy's shoulder. 
"Step aside," he said, in French. 
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The boy eyed him Iceenly and did so. 
"Now, my little man,  imilerstand in the first place 

that  T go no furtllcr with you.. The game is 1~11own 
to me. You are  liirctl to s:vear that  n lady, the 
ori,;illal of this pictui.c:, scnt yo11 to me. 'It is not so; 
you cal~not; cleccivc ~iic." 

"Monsieur-I-thc lady-" 
"Bc still. I tell you. it was not a lady who sent 

you, but 3. n a n .  I will describe him. " 
He did so. re[)eating what the French officer had 

snit1 will1 ~.cgsi.cl to Rhoul Renautl. 
The boy lird bccn drilled in his part. 
This was so:netliing so en tirely unespectecl, how- 

ever, tlmt he .was quite unprepared to meet the emer- 
gency. 

"&Ionsieur, I did not mean.-it was not in m e  to 
wish you harm-I beg--" 

"Never mind. What did they give you to carry 
out your little game:'" 

"Two francs, inonsiem*." 
"See, I hancl you five. Now confess." 
The boy shook his heacl. 
"There is nothing to confess. " 
"How:'" 
"Monsieur lalows i t  all. " 
The olJ cl:?..tecl;ive smiled. 
"My guess was r ig l~ t ,  t,hen. This Reilaud hired 

you to fetch me there. He  s l low~t l  V O U  the picture 
of n lovely won1a.n. You were to swear i t  was her 
fair llancls that  gave you the note:'" 

"It is a11 true, monsieur. "' 
"W3s this mail alone?" 
"There were two others. I-Ie left them in the 

house, and came ptlrtl of t l x  way with me, " 



"Very good. What  is yonr unrrle, boy 'i" 
L C  Jean. " 
"Well, J e m ,  if you are a .wise boy, you will give 

No. 15 a wide berth from 1 1 0 ~ ~  on.'' 
"I shall, mousieur. " 
"You have been tlou?~ly paid. Now, scamper off." 
Jean did not Ilali; ulwn the c.)rtlcr of his going. 
He hncl more money in his 1)ockets tllan those 

same receutnrles hail ever lalown at one t i~ne.  
As for Mr. (3rinlc.s: he stooc! t1wi.e for a, few min- 

utes clelibel.ating. 
Then he slil:)l)ecl bnclr: to the Ilotel. liiding his face 

as much as  possil)lc, ant1 nvcd i~ ig  the glare of lights 
whenever he could. 

I t  was his intention to pass L I J )  to his room st once. 
He supposed O'C!onnor was u.sl~t?p, and hence made 

no attempt to commurlit;n,l;~: the lstcat phase in  their 
game. 

It was i ~ e a r  i~lidnigllt 
Mr. Grimes I d  Icft his door unfastened. 
He did not occupy the bed, Lut lay on a cover be- 

hind it, resting ei~sily. 
A tllreacl was so a.rrangc~cl that  wlien the cloor was 

opened it would arousc him, bcitig tied to one of liis 
fingers. 

So he slept withont n worry. 
A sharp 1)niu sutltlenl;. nrctiwtl him. 
The tllrentl hatl l.)een r11x,w11 taut by the door be- 

fore it broke. 
He understood instantly n4mt i t  meant. 
Danger. 
Sotne one w11o hi~~tl 130 right. to tlo so was about 

entcring his rooni. 
Mr. Grimes la? quiet. 
The only moveuwu t hc 111;1.(1~ WI.S to I.CR,(:~ oi.~t one 



l1a,11cl all11 c.ioso l~is l.ir~;;:.rs c lvc-i. 1,he 1rnt.L of his ever 
fnitllf ul 1.c-1.01 v c ~ r .  

Tlien llt' listc1ni;il. 
Tlle (loor c ~ ~ ~ i l i c ~ t  l ()u its Itingc!:c. 
Lig11 t stel)s crosst~ l tllib 1-00111. 

I t  was not clurl;. as t l ~ e  nlooll shone without, and 
oljjects coulcl It( .  c!isti~:;~~islii?(l. 

The footstc:ps :I p l~n  ~ ~ , c l ~ e c  1 t J~e  1)otl. 
Then ciLllle a c-liuclcling soullil. 
It was as if tlie iiitrutle~~ was tickletl to fincl that 

the couch was vacant, remcml~c-~ing what trick had 
been played. 

Then tlle nlan turiletl from the 'bed. 
Undoubtedly it w a s  Rennncl, the  a.ssa,ssin. 
He was these to acr:oinl-~lish the aim of the thug 

from Pmu, and ulrndrts C)'Conno13. 
How woulcl he a.ttenipt it;? 
There were va.riour; ways in wlli~11 a deed of this 

sort might be c:i~rl'i~:(l OUL. 
The knife wm the old&, nntl if well inanagecl it 

made no nwise to amrouse the house. 
After his bloody dcecl, he woidd steal. all he could 

lay his hn l id~  011. 

It would tl1m look as though a n  orclinary thief had 
entered the u,partments o l  Monte Cristo, and psoba- 
bly being tlisc.over.ecl, con~mi tied a crin1.e in order to 
avoid being linnile(l over to a genr1:trrnc. 

Paris has a fine police. 
In  spite of that fa,ct some terrihle crimes have gone 

uildiscoverecl there. 
Look a t  Lo!ltlon. 
An infan~oas villain lins cllm? murder nfter rnurcler 

there in the lieart of' T;STlii tec11n.pcl. and the chance 
of apprelm~ding him seems to tliininish with every 
new crime, 



There are cleecls clone that  baffle fiuman skill in de- 
tecting them, though, perhaps, truth will out sooner 
or later. 

Mr. Grimes did not, mean to lie there I n n ~ o r .  
Inch by inch 118 was drawing hirrmlf forw~wd, ia- 

tending to peer around the foot of the bctl, and scc 
what this man was up t,o. 

H e  had heard him closc thc door lcncling to the 
hall quietly behind him. 

Evideuty your high4oned French assassin docs not 
want to be disturbetl in his operations. 

He  wraps himself up in his business, ancl goes in  
for all it is worth. 

The cletective reached the point where his head, 
still in the shadow, protruded beyond the bed. 

He  was in a position to see. 
Holding his head up with one hand. he coolly 

watched the operations of the man who hacl cnterecl 
that  room on a mission of blood. 



WB;\T \:'AS SEEN LX 'THE MOONLIGHT. 

What WLLS the nt;~,n (11 )i n c ?  
He c.roucllcd IIOLLI' t l l ~  (1oi)r tlmi; opened into the 

0 rot )?>I. ad joiniu; 
No tloul)t the cslwl-t could cssily have picked the 

lock had he cir.si~-ecl t.o enter. 
I11 t , l~e  light alTortlet1 I)y the soft moon Mr. Grimes 

snw him crouclling down. 
He s l ) l x ~ ~ ~ ' ( - ~ i l  to IK listc+ning intently. 
Regular l)~.cn.thin;~ frc )rn the ad joining apartment 

would le11 hill1 that O'Ch1111or sltqt. 
Then his t h e  .\;voultl corn? to open the door, to 

stenl across thr floor? :x!ld s l i~a the  his dagger in the 
heart of tile slec~r~ing C!~.crsus. 

He overloolietl onc thing. 
The wo.tcll c l o ~ ~  11rd not hcen first disposecl of. al- 

though. a,.; we l m v ~  s t ~ i i .  Renautl, the desperac!~, be- 
lieved sw11 to h r ~ v c !  Ixwl the  caw. 

As if satisfied o a  tlli:; score! that  the Monte Cristo 
was sound aslwp, thc: ulan arose. 

For the first time 811.. Cirimes noticed that  he had 
a small 110s 1)r:iit le Ilim. 

What  it contninetl war, a mystery. 
The assassin bent over it. 
Presently MY. Grinio:; saw hiin make a move. 
He  had some thin^ in his hancl. 
I t  lookeil like n small ~wbber hose, one end of 

which war; conucctn(1 with the mysterious box. 
The loose end thc n u n  sceinecl to be pushing 

through the licy-holc! in the door. 



Like a thunclerclap w l ~  t npprarecl to be the truth 
broke upon the d(~tcc%ive. 

The fellow was too atlvai~ccxl in scientific apyli- 
ances to clescencl to tile bruhl  IcniIe. 

He meant to acc.oml\lish his end in a manner that 
was as  clet~dly, a i d  yet Ivft 170 trace. 

The box or caw contnincvl somc powerful gas, 
which was particularly (leailly in its conclenserl form. 

This he meant to tllrow into the rooms beyoncl. 
From peaceful s lunhc~.  the Irk11 Monte Cristo and 

his fair britle woulcl pass 07-els the borcler to death. 
Even an open mintlow had cloubtless been pro- 

vided for in the inake q) of the gas. 
The awful nature of the cuntelnl~lntecl crime made 

Mr. Grimes shutlcl~r a t  first. 
Then he shut his tetttll h a d  
Pity would be wustcd ul)on such ;L wretch as this; 

he deserved clenth on the spot. 
While he still lay there the detective leveled his 

revolver a t  the man. 
He could see wlitve to aim. Just as he was ou the 

point of pulling tllc trigqcr, it seemed to hiin as  
though sornt. hnud held liiin back-he clicl not fire. 

Instead the rcvolves was lowerccl. A thought had 
flashed through his brain. TVllr~t if he killed this 
wretch? There was no actual necessity for it, and 
the fellow was but the tool-willing, it is true-of a 
far greater villain. 

This was not what restrained Mr. Grimes. He saw 
trouble ahead. Sulqxxe the man was slain, in spite 
of his friend, the French delective, tlzcy might be 
detained a couple of clays to prove the truth. This 
woulcl allow the four thugs spetvlinji from the Eter- 
nal City to reach Paris. It woulcl clestroy all their 
plans. Mr. Gi*imes wits used to thinking auickly. 
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He could meet emergencies. Having changed his 
mind he did not meall to let the rascal continue his 
clastardly worlr. His liest move was to crawl out 
from the place of concealment, ancl gain his feet. 

Fortunately he I1ml rcmovecl his shoes, so that this 
could be done noiselessly. 

A sligllt hissing sound glwtecl '11 is ::cars. 
At the same time he caught a faint odor of escnp- 

ing gas, pungent ant1 penetrating. 
It  seeineil to vibrate the atnlospliere immecliately. 
Mr. Grimes understood what it meant. 
The fellow had turned the valve screw, and was 

now poisoning the air of the rooms beyond. 
What diabolical cunning ! 
Surely the idea must have been conceived by a 

fiend of Tophet and di.olq)ecl into a h u ~ n a n  mind. 
There was no time to lose. 
One minute might be all that was necessary in  

order to accomplisl~ the drear1 wsult. 
Seconds count a t  such a C : Y ~ S ~ A .  

Mr. Grimes had sncceedccl in gliding across the 
floor, for the room was sinsll. 

He was now just beliinrl the intruder. 
So silent had been his approach that the man had 

not suspected his presence. 
The first in-timatioa he had of danger was when 

the ice cold steel of the Yankee detective's revolver 
pressed against his temple. 

Sl~uclclering he looked up. 
I t  was as  if his limbs l i d  been paralyzed by the 

sensation that went over him. 
"Turn that gars ofT, or I'll scatter your brains," 

said Mr. Grimes in tht. sternest of voices. 
He spoke in French. 
Rho111 R,enn,url nnd(-?i.st,oorl 'Ilim. 
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Mechanically he bent hi:; fingers to the task. 
Success attended. 
The hissing of escaping ga:; ceasecl. Mr. Grimes 

had saved his friend's life. 
"Get up." 
There was something in th(, 1nrtxw9;ic Inauner of 

the old detective that c o u ~ t l  rnost n1c:n. 
Renaucl knew he hatl 1nc.t his nta.stcr, and. his 

craven soul cowel-eri befuw tlic oth(1r. 
Dextrously the Arnt?ric.an d i p l d  a -pair  of clnrbies 

upon his wrists. 
The man was a prisoner. 
Then he proclucecl a stout c.cw:l wliioli  11(- always 

carried wi tl1 him, and bound tlw fellow 's ~mlrlt:s. 
This done he let Re11;~~u.l lie L I ~ C J I I  the floor, while 

he locked the door and prsl~ared to slccp. 
Through the balance of the nig11 t 11c slept-dozing 

with one eye open. 
Reilaucl tried to escape. but fintling i t  useless, Iay 

there and groaned dismally. until tll e Anierican 
threatened to gag h in1 ,~ln1 ess lu? bec.o.mt! quiet, 
which announcement effectually stopped him. 

Morning came. 
Mr. Grimes knoclrecl on the door lwtwecn. 
"Hello, there! cloCtor," cam.e ill the c.lleeqr tones 

of 07Connor-he often calleil Mr. Qrimcs by that 
name, the detective having once prncticcvl. 

"Come in here when yoti (-.an." 
A few minutes latcr ILtdmoucrl opcncd the hall 

door, and stepped into the room. 
"I hope nothing has gonc wrong-,110 sudden ill- 

ness, doctor, for--bless my (>yes, wllo's this?" 
He suddenly saw the lvostxxie form and scowling 

face of the detective's pr~isonw. 
"You have heard of Rhoul Renimd?" 



THE ETSH 310NTE CRXTO UROAD, 26 

"Why, our iriencl tho officer, was speaking of 
him. " 

"Well: this is the icdentical man." 
O'Cnnno~- l o o l d  a t  him cu~iously. 
"You Imve ~ : i . l ~ t ~ l . ~ ' d  him and brought him here?" 
'LY es :111c1 110. " 
d G Explain, cloc.tor." 

"Well, hi. is i l l  m y  power, but I did not take the  
trouble to b r i n g  hjnl l~ere." 

:'HOW then?'' 
"He came hinisclf." 
"Ah! intending to do yc1u mischief." 
"No, i t  was you he ailncd for." 
"Ancl entered your ~-oom by mistake?" 
L L  Again you :we oR tho track, sir. He believed that  

I was a dead. mnn." 
"Come, you must have had an adventure since I 

saw you last rii!:.l~t." 
Mr. Criinc:; Ia.ugllcd. 
"Seveml of' t l ~ c m ~ .  I sllolild say." 
So he told O'Counor th: story of the note, and  

showccl liiln tlic! l~anc'lsomc? pliotfograpl~. 
The Irish M o n t c  C!rist.o loolred his surprise, but 

said nothing. pi.cfci~ing t,n listen. 
Th : i  caillc illo scci~nil adventure, and O'Coanor 

w3.s m o r ~  t11an a:;toi~isl~ed. 
He  took the tl~t.c!cli~-e's 1l:mcl. 
"Mr. Grimes. yon :we a wonderful man. W h a t  

if he had succc!ctlctl P "  
The clctectivc H ~ I I . I I ~ ~ ~  his shoulclers. 
"It woriltl ha:-e been llnrd on you, my  friend." 
Reclmoucl O'C'onnor scowlet1 at the  wretch. who 

crouchccl LrpiIu t l ~ c  f!nor of the little hotel room. 
He was tt~inl;ilig Il1oi.e of th.: peril that  had I~overccl 

over his wife than hi:m:,clf. 
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Having spent several hours lying there, the assas- 
sin was not only stiH b u t  cold. 

He showed fear. 
Perlinps a scaf oltl hovel-ecl before his mental vis- 

ion, the retvald of foriner crinics. 
"What shall we d u  with this wwtuh?" 
"I was keeping him for you to see, sir. I ann a 

doctor, you lmow. I have a scalpel in my valise. If 
you say the word I will ciwvc hi111 up ant1 pack him 
away in the trunk that ht~ncl:, gentler." 

The wretched Rel~nud co~llt  l htantl no more. 
Eellowing with fenr. he ultttle i t t i  i~ttempt to throw 

himself on his lcnee:: lwfore l!iem. 
He cried-he ravecl--he ;~lc.utlcd for mcrcy. 
His craven soul sliiveretl, ant1 abject fenr shone in 

his staring orbs. 
Mr. Grimes took out his rcvolvcr. 
"Quiet, you wretch. Do you not hear-we have 

decided not to kill you." 
He began to shower blr.;:;ings on them. 
"Our friend the detective will be here in ten min- 

utes esactly. You ,shull go with liiin." 
They withdrew from tllc fellow. and proccecled to 

examine the little infernal machine with which he 
had meant to take the lives of the Irish Monte Cristo 
and his lovely brick. 

I t  was simply a reservoir holtliug the gas, which 
could be made to flow tl~rough the rul~ber tube a t  the 
will of the person controlling it. 

"Some French arrangement, I'll be bouacl. They 
beat the world at  ingenious cnntrivnnccs for earl-y- 

ing out evil plans-yes, c r e n  beat the Yankees. " 
"Glacl to hear it. Mr. Grimes. Now, when sllall 

we leave Paris?" 
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"On the evening train. It departs half a n  hour 
before the arrival of the ~~~~~~~." 

"Well, I l e a ~ ~ e  ad1 dc1,ails to ~ o u . "  
They spoke in low tone:;, as they had no desire to 

let the French ra,sca,l overhear. 
The ten minutes passed. 
A rap a t  the door. 
Mr. Grimes opened it. 
"Ah ! good morning, Monsieur le Sergeant. " 
The French detective looked quickly a t  the two 

men as if he would read their faces. 
"Has lie been here?" 
"You mean Renaud ? " 

"Yes, monsieur." 
"I invited him to reiiiaia." 
Stepping aside Mr. Cxrii-nes nllowecl the officer to 

see the manacled clesperaclo. 
M. le Sergeant laughed. 
"Ah, you are there, friend Renmcl. You made a 

mistake in this gcntleina.n's c,ilarncter. Now, you 
shall pay the penalty. Monsieur, tlo me the extrenie 
honor of telling ma how it hnpyened. " 

Mr. Grimes did so laconicnlly. 
He seldom wasted worcls. 
There was ilntlling very comical in his narrative, 

but the French officinl seeinecl to think it one of the 
best jokes 11e had ever heard. 

He laughed and grimaced mlcl shr~zggecl his shoul- 
ders until the end was reached. 

"Now to business, messieurs. I shall take Renaud 
away with me. T i 1  olw hour I slinll roturn. Then 
you may hear what arru~lgeinents I have made for 
the other business on hnnil." 

He was as gootl as llis word. 
The clesperntlo's fret; were set nt liberty, as 
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soon as he could walk he was n~nrched down out o f  
the hotel and away to some prison, the detective 
carrying the gas retort, under his arm. 

They had just finislied breal;f~l,:it ~.vhcn ho n.gnin 
made his appcsraace, snliling. 

Soon the conference w a s  cnidctl, mil all arrange- 
ments had been perfected. 

The enemy had made it ]~~ss i l ) l c  for  t,henl to dl.) LL 
little double dealing, and they- wwc ready to t,alce 
advantage of the opportunity. 

After this they s e p n r n t d  
Our friends spent the morn ing  in sight seeing, am1 

when the afternoon d l v w  n e w  ils clorx IN-cpnred to 
worlr the little stratagem \vllicll was tci blind the 
eyes of Gonzales and a e d  his men on a false trail 
to Brussels. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A HEAD I N  THE WINDOW, 

Everything worlwcl to a clmrm. 
For rnuch of this they could thank the astute 

French official who had looked after matters and 
arranged the case. 

Goazales was deceived. 
When our party finally started for the station it 

was in a way that  defied detection. 
Mr. Grimes went alune. in the guise of a French 

soldier, a t  home nil c2 furlough, and as  he hacl been 
prc;viclecl with a clocument and palsspurt through the 
ki.nc1ness of M. le Sergeant, he experienced no cliffi- 
culty along the route, for wllen he chose to return to 
his proper self he ha4 his own passport. 

O'Connor a i d  his wife lookecl like a couple of old 
pensionera as they drove ;%way. 

The Irish Monte Cristo was cleverly disguised, 
while Katy wore an oul;lt.cnclish. o.nc,ient dress, ancl 
covered her face wit11 a heavy mi l .  

Even under this she had used paint ancl powder 
with such eff-fcct that  a,t a glance one would be in- 
cline11 to believe. this mas some old rna,icl encleavor- 
ing to rejuvenate by the use of cosmetics. 

Thus they arrived a t  tho stittio:i sepn.rately, that  
is Mr. Gtri~nes seemed to have no connection with the 
other couple. 

They had openly purchased tickets for Brussels 
during the day,  ancl shown t lmn  a ro~md  at  the hotel, 
secretly handing thciu over to 3 quiet gentleinan 
who said he came from M. le Sergeant. 



Now they p~~rc:l~nseii ticket:; Lor Rolne, nlallagiilg 
to be put into the snlne c.ari*ingc, n little nianjpula- 
tion accoml)lishing this thing. w i ~ h  :L fee placed in 
the l~ailcl of tlle gtsrcl. 

While their train wa,itet-1, iletuinetl lwyoutl its time 
for some reason, they saw a party arrive which gave 
them some amusement. 

The lady was vailwl, and might easily have passed 
for Katy O'Connor. 

Olie of the nlen was ' R b .  Cf-l'im~s, anit the other 
bore a resemblance to Rcdmond.. 

Their make-up reflwtetl cretli t nu the s1la.l.p officer 
of the Paris tletcctive corps. 

These parties wislleil to go  to 'Er~wsc~ls on awount  
of certain business that  was to be done. 

This was a splentliil opportunity. 
Our party, in the mcrnc.:y of their carriage, were 

almost convulsecl with la,ugll.ter. 
It was incleecl singulax to watch t w i r  own fac 

similes move ai-onn~l. doing little things that  were 
really tricks of their own M i  vidua.lit y. and vvliich 
had been caught by the li-em eye of the wonderful 
police sergeant. 

"There he is. ' ' 
Mr. Grimes pointcicl to a spot fnrthc?~: clown. 
Looking, they beheltl Oonzalvs. 
The nlan h a ~ l  untl ou1~t;cxll.y ~ l i  acl.owec1 those he be- 

lievecl to he the  thrctc? fugi ti vc!s. 
He seemcd rmwsy. 
Time and again he his wn.ti:h a s  he 

walked nervously up an(l ~lowll tht: pli~.tform. 
He would look towarrl the Erusxcls ti.u,in in wliicll 

the threc cc-nmt,e~.Feits lmil vnr1islic4, nncl Gllcu gla.nco 
eagerly duw11 the ~.nilrt)n.il -t~wI;s. 

I t  was evitlunt that a.nticipa.!;eil the arrival of 



the train from R~.)lnv before tllc one left for Belgium. 
At length signals wore lir-:i-irtl. 
A trrtin came in. 
Eustle anrl r.oni'usio:~ c-11snc11. 
Our friclu ls w ~ ~ r c  wa.Or.llii~g. 
It was 11ot 1 0 1  I!;, O I W  1~1i(~y SLLW sc!~?cral gentlemen, 

I 
quietly tl~*t:ssc~tl. l(~a.vc- tljo Imiil. 1 

i 
Thc!y wce~v: very 111uc:ll nl'tc!r the style of Gonzales. 

Thcre coulcl 1)c 110 clo11l)t I)uh 1,llat these were the m e n  
from Peru, swc I Y L I  to I Y Y ~ I . ~ V C : ~ ~  the trca.su~.t! of the In- 
cas, or punish t l : o x  who 1~;ul s~.~:urr.cl it. 

Gonzales see.~i~c!c'l to discwver t l~eln about the same 
time a s  themselues. 

He  started to\va~atl them. 
When thcy m(?t ~ I I ( > I Y  s e c ~ n ~ ~ l  to be :I, short, excited 

converst~tiou, clru5llg \\:llit.h CA~nz;~les pointed, dra- 
maticrllly townid t l ~ e  R tbusscls ttli.iu. 

The11 thcq I~ui.i.ic?tl LO thtt ticket-office. 
A bell sounul~:d. 
A tlsi~in was about t r l  stnrt. 
It was t l ~ e  o~ic-! for the noldl of Prance. 
There were some loutl (.lies. 

Then four gentlemc-.n sl)rii.ng iinto 'a carriage near 
the end of the train, wlllch rnovecl away. 

"Fc'urewell, nu11 good iuc:l; to you." snit1 O'Connor, 
with a laug11, wavinx his hand after the train. 

Mr. (+rimes was tllii~lring. 
His silence c11ew the? otl~er's attmtion. 
( 6  What's  wrong. sir:'?' 
"I was wor~y ing  over n w ~ t n i u  fact." 
"Connected with tllose 1 1 1 ~  :'" 
"Yes." 
"Tell me what it is. !' 
"The officer told us t;'lww wPw four in Rome." 
"I am sure of it-he ~'qwa,ti:tl t11e s t ;~temei~t ."  
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"Only three got off the train." 
"Now that I think of it. you are right." 
"Then where can the fourth bc?" 
"Perhaps left in Rome." 
"I Fear it." 
"There is time to cllan,qc our course yet if you 

think best. We can go to Svr-itzet.lanc1, mcl then to 
Cons~antinople nncl the Holy Lantl. " 

"No, we are 1)uoked for Rome, and  we will go on 
to Rome. Only tlir-ough thc greatcst poor luck in 
the world will we be cliscovci-etl." 

"We had better. Ixep up the rlihgnise." 
'Yes ,  until in Ro~ue. T l ~ c n  we r m  throw them 

off, and scek some private house instend of an 
hotel. " 

"I have letters to s lady who sornetinies entertains 
travelers. We will go there." 

''Listen, I believe we are about to start." 
"Wliat caused the delay?" 
"I heard one man say the locolmotive had given 

out, a i d  they llad to send for another." 
"Poor traveling this on Continental roacls." 
"I don't like it near as  well a s  a ride on the New 

Tork and Chicago Limited. Herc we are cooped up 
in a slliall conlpartment, locked in by the guard, 
and unable to enjoy the strange sigh-ts that  in Arner- 
ica mn!re tl.avaling lose half of its monotony." 

''Herd n.e go.'' 
There was no doubt of it now. 
Bells rang, men ctidlcd out, the l i ~ l l t s  flared, and  

presently they were leaving the station. 
Once out of Paris they cla.slicr1 along at a lively 

pace, a i d  miles wwo soon put between t l ~ n  and  
the gay French capital. 
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Our friends soon settled down to making the best 
of the night. 

Through the hours of clarlrness they annihilated 
distance, and readled u p  into the towering moun- 
tains that separate France and Italy. 

Then came the great tunnel. 
That was an eugineei.ing feat that must always 

shecl luster upon the daring engineer who built it. 
They were a t  last in Italy. 

The wild country began to change, and they could 
distinguish the characteristics of the peasants of 
Italy, marking the difference that existed between 
them and those of la belle France. 

Strange scenes always attracted their attenlion 
and interested all of the party. 

The day wore away. 
On toward Rome thundered the express. 
The Eternal City shoulcl have been reached in the 

early evening, but as delays had followed them in 
the start, they did not debark until seventeen min- 
utes after eleven Roinan time. 

I t  was too late to hunt up the house to wllich they 
had been referred. 

While en route they had arranged a plan of action. 
They were to separate, Mr. Grime:, seeking one 

hotel, while O'Connor and his wife went to another 
i11 a distant part of the city. 

This was done for cliplomacy. 
If their enemies came to hunt them they would 

look for a party of three, and follow up a clue thus 
secured to further disclosures. 

All this was clone. 
Mr. Grimes founcl himself in a poor room of the 

shabby hotcl he had selected a t  ranclom. 
He clicl not anticipate a good night's sleep, and 
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yet he was tircil enough to rest ahnosii anywhere, so 
long as he was untlisturbecl. 

Not finding the bccl to suit him he took some of 
the covers and rolled up on the floor. 

Eefore doing so he exanlined the room. 
The hold  would have been termed n tavern in 

this country, b ~ ~ t  then they clo things in p i t e  a 
different way across the big poncl. 

Truth to tell, Mr. Grimes did not think well of his 
choice, a i d  nlacle up his mind not to trust to luck 
entirely on the nest occasion. 

A few inquiries would avoid much trouble. 
He had found 110 way of fastening the door. 
True, there was a bolt, and one might shoot it into 

the socket provided with consiclerable noise and con- 
fidence; but an examination woulcl reveal thc fact 
that the bolt did not hold worth a cent. 

The detective took a chair with ,z broken back, 
and bending it over, utilized it to serve in the place 
of a brace propped against a knot hole in the floor. 

Thus he believed he was safe against intrusion 
4rom this one quarter a t  least. 

There was another place he dicl not feel quite so 
certain about. 

A window. 
He must hnve it open to secure ventilation. 
I t  could be reached easily from a tree, EL limb of 

which swung just below. 
Again the wily detective set a trap. 
A strong black thread was ddrawn across the open- 

ing, one end of which was to be secured to his wrist 
while he lay there sleeping. 

As he lookeil out he heard the rain pattering clown 
upon the Ieavc?s of the tree. 

The night was gloomy a.11t-l black. 
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Not an object coulcl ba scsn, save a few wet leaves 
ant1 the limbs of the tree, clisclosccl when he held 
his candle aloft. 

A closet remained. 
The door of this was fast, so he did not bother 

attempting to open it. 
Perhaps the people werc honest. 
Mr. Grimes clicl not profess to bc! able to read for- 

eign cl~aracter as well as English and American. 
He would know this fact better in the morning, 

after the night hacl gone. 
When he went to sleep it was with the soft patter 

of the gentle rain on the roof, beating a l~~ l l aby  that 
brought back visions of his youth. 

Some thing awoke him. 
He suclclenly realized that a rat had scampered 

across his face as he lay on the floor. 
With a11 esclamation of disgust he swung his arm 

around his head vigoronsly, ancl there was a con- 
cert of squealcs, a pattering of tiny feet, ancl then all 
became still as the grave oncc more. 

After that, somehow or other, Mr. Grimes did not 
seem able to get to sleep again. 

He recalled an adventure he had had with giant 
rats in a New York sewer some years beforc, when 
the loathsome rodents had attaclwl him in swarms, 
leaping at him with angry squealrs, as though deter- 
mined to tear the intruder to picces. 

These thoughts stirred his miid so that lie coulcl 
not settle into a slecp again. 

The rain had ceased. 
Even the breeze hacl gone down, and outside all 

was cleathly quiet. 
I t  was singular to think that he was in Rome, the 

wonclcrful city set upon seven hills, 
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Her history had been familiar to him from hoy- 
hood, away back from the story of Romulus and Re- 
mus, the wolf's whelp, up to the time of the present. 

The sensation was peculiar. 
He turned from one side to another, but although 

he shut his eyes sleep failed to come. 
A11 ! the breeze must have arisen again. 
He heard the leaves rustle ontsicle. 
Then the sound ceased. 
What was that? 
The twinge came upon his right wrist. 
Mr. Grimes opened his eyes, and as he chanced to 

be lying with his face toward the window he could 
see its outlines against the gray sky without, there 
being an  opening in the tree. 

There in dark silhouette against the sky he could 
distiilguisli the head, hat and shaggy hair of a man, 
who had climbed the tree and was ready to pass in 
at the open window. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The detective did not stir. 
He was rapidly revolving the rrmttor in his mind, 

and making up his plan of action. 
It was easy to see that the fellow intended to act 

the part of a robber. 
Perhaps he meant to clo more. 
He was a t  the winclow now, ancl seemed to bc 

staring into the room, as though he would penetrate 
the darkness there and tliscover in what part of it 
the inmate was taking his rest. 

Mr. Grimes moved. 
He clid this so noiselessly that even the s h a r ~ e s t  of 

ears wonlcl not have caught a souncl. 
Upon gaining his fcet he advanced in the direction 

of the winclow. 
Then he paused. 
Another idea came to him. 
He put out his hancls, ancl by groping managed to  

reach a corner, where he passed behincl a chair and 
sank upon one knee. 

The man was coming in. 
He had already thrust half his body through tho 

winclow, ancl was wriggling along. 
Then came a low thucl. 
His feet hacl struck the floor. 
Mr. Grimes knew he woulcl make in the direction 

of the bed. 
Evidently the fellow ]mew the arrangement of 

things inside the apartment. 



He made no mistake. 
In another minute Mr. Grimes coulcl hcnr him hiss 

his anger at fincling the beel cn~yty. 
The absence of clothes upon it told him that tlie 

party in the room hacl slept on the floor. 
When he found them warm, hc could unclerstantl 

that the one he sought hacl just crawled out of his 
nest. 

What did this fellow seek, anyway? 
Hacl he been sent here by any one? 
Mr. Grimes heard him moving around. 
As he did not find any one, the fellow appeared to 

get rather nervous over the matter. 
When he came to the stailcl bearing tlie candle he 

scratchccl a match. 
In another moment the light had becn npnlied to 

the wick of the canclle, and the little room no longer 
lay in clarkness. 

The man shot a swift glance arouncl. 
What did he see? 
Enough to strike terror to his soul. 
The Yankee detective was seated astride the old 

wooclen chair, his arms resting on the back, in the 
laziest position possible. 

One of his hands grasped a revolve'r. 
I t  covered the shaggy haired Italian. 
When his eyes beheld this spectacle thc intrwclcr 

was struck with apprehension. 
He seemed to realize that the tables had becn suet- 

denly turned upon him. 
He had enterccl this apariinent bent upon some 

deed of violence, am1 here the unpleasant cliscovery 
was thrust upon him that he llncl cnnght a Tartar in 
his play. 
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Just t1lc.n he would have given riiucll fur dnrkncss 
to have sl~ieldccl him. 

One ~novernent of his hand, nut1 the candle could 
be thrown upon the floor and extinguished. 

He clnrecl not make it. 
There was sonlething bearing upon him that was 

quicker than this muscultw action. 
A bullet would be apt to fly. 
The attitude of the Yankee was suggestive of just 

such action as this. 
As a last resort the fellow would try diplomacy. 
"Well, what ccl'ye want in my room, man?" 
The fellow wagged his unkempt head. 
"Me make big mistake. Me tink it my own room. 

Verrs sorry disturb; if let out door me finda own 
room soon." 

"Ah ! incleecl, and you're in the habit of entering 
your room by the window, ell?" 

The fellow was not yet brought to bay. 
"Me losa key, and think me no be able to get in. 

Inglis gentleman must excusa me." 
"I suppose you were going to pick the lock with 

that dagger you hold." 
The Italian raised the blade. 
A look came over his brown face that made him 

seem like a demon. 
Mr. Grimes thought he would not care to come in 

contact with this fellow; better keep him at arm's 
length. 

Then the fellow grinned. 
"Inglis man right. Me meant to picka lock. No 

use now, so me put him away." 
Suiting tho action to the word he causecl tllc bright 

blntle to tlisapvcnr in his ragged gnrmel~ts. 
T l ~ c  ~1ett.c.ti ve was puzzled. 
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Had this wretch been sent to do murder, or was it 
an every day pastime with him? 

The detective despaired of getting positive answers 
from such a man as this. 

He could not shoot him. 
As to handing him over to the authorities, Mr. 

Grimes did not want to be mixed up in any suc.11 
affair. 

What was he to do then? 
There remained only one course, and this was to 

let the fellow go free. 
"Look here, my man, you came in through tlmt 

window, now I'll give you just one minute to pass 
out of it again. If you are here when the time goes, 
I'm going to make a target of you. See?" 

The man understood English. 
More than that, the gestures of the detective were 

suggestive enough to inform him what the man who 
held the revolver was driving at. 

He cast one half frightened look around him. 
Then, with an exclamation, he sprang toward the 

still open window. 
Perhaps he half expected t o  hear the report of the 

Yankee's revolver, and feel the sting of the bullet as 
it pierced his flesh. 

I t  was ludicrous to witness the hurried manner in 
which he took his departure. 

Scrambling through the winclow, he seemed to get 
stuck somehow or other, for his long legs waved 
wildly in the air. 

Then the fellow macle a supreme effort. 
The legs disappeared. 
There was a crash, as he broke t l l~~oug l~  the 

branches, followed by a heavy fall. 
Mr. Grimes had reached the wiuclow. 
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When he l001icd out he heard a groan, and knew 
the fellow was crawling away. 

This was a very unpleasant beginning. 
He hoped the oltl city of Rome rlicl not treat all her 

visitors in this fashion. 
l'hc man had very probably entered his room in 

the hope of plunder. 
Traveling Americans are generally supposed to 

have pockets filled with money. 
They are the target of all manner of persecutions 

when once they strike foreign soil. 
Mr. Grimes arranged his trap again. 
He did not mean to be cheated out of his sloop by 

any such annoyance. 
Again he lay clown. 
Some men would have been too excited by the re- 

cent occurrence to sleep. 
Not so Obecl Grimes. 
These things were a n  old story with him. 
Once the danger was over, his nerves did not feel 

the shock a particle. 
Soon he was slumbering quietly. When he awoke 

it was morning. 
The rain hacl ceased, and the sun peeped into his 

window, giving promise of a good day. Obed 
Grimes woncleretl how the men from Peru were feel- 
ing. He hoped they had enjoyed the trip to the gay 
capital of Belgium. By this time they had no doubt 
cliscoverecl the trick that hacl been put upon them, 
and that the party they had followed was a clelus- 
ion. No doubt they were hurrying back to Paris to 
pick up the trail where it hacl been lost. Too late. 
Circumstances had chanped since then. They would 
find themselves a t  sea. One thing alone worried the 
detective. 
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Where was the other thug? 
Six had come ovcr on thc Servia, but only four hail 

gone to Rome, one having been left beliincl in thc 
city of London. 

Three only had returned to Paris to join forces 
with Gonzales there. 

Had tlie othcr been left in Rome? 
It looked as though these men intenclecl to divide 

their forces up, leaving a man to guard each of the 
great cities. 

If this shoulcl prove to be their plan, our friends 
could give them the slip by taking passage for 
Egypt, and remaining there or else in tlie Holy La11~1 
for a time. 

Mr. Grimes descended. 
He found that O'Connor ancl his bride liacl iiot yet 

macle their appearance. 
Waiting for them, he walked up and clown. 
Sights that were strange to Aincrican eycs met 

his view on all sides. 
Mr. Grimes felt in splendid condition. 
Somehow or other the sea voyage seemed to have 

done him good. 
At length his friends macle their appearance, and 

all ate breakfast together a t  the hotel whcre the 
Monte Cristo had put up. 

For the time being they believed they could put 
off all thoughts of danger, ancl enjoy the sights. 

First of all a courier was secured. 
He took them to this place a i d  that in the carriage 

which O'Counor chartered. 
Everywhere swarms of beggars ran after them, 

holding out their hands beseechingly. 
"Baksheesh !" was .Ih eis constant, whine and 

shout. 
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The worst disgrace of the city on the Tiber to-clay 
lies in its swarm of wretched mendicants that start 
up from every corner. 

Some whine, others demand a trifle with fierce as- 
pect, as  though it were their right. 

I t  is impossible to be rid of them. 
Once you toss a trifle out, and it seems that new 

swarms spring up. 
They are like buzzards hovering over a dainty re- 

past-coming from everywhere, and in really count- 
less numbers. 

Our friencls soon became accustomed to the regu- 
lation whine of supplicants, and paid little or no at- 
tention to their importunities. 

One man followed them from place to place. 
He was a tall, athletic fellow, exceedingly ragged, 

and with the countenance of a fiend. 
At first he was humble. 
When they came out of a church or picture gal- 

lery he was bowing and holding out a dirty paw. 
Then his manner became more aggressive. 
He ran after the carriage continually. 
His hoarse voice bawled out for "bal~slieesh." 
Evidently one system of tactics having failed he 

meant to try another. 
They woulcl have to pay him well to get rid of his 

hoarse howl. 
O'Connor scowlecl a t  him. 
The wretch simply put out his hand and grinned. 
Soon the carriage started in the direction where 

lny the ruins of the old Coliseum. 
Still this invetel*ate bore ran after-it seemed as 

though nothing would daunt him. 
"Heavens! I will not stand this longer," the im- 

patient Monte Cristo said. 
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He put his hand in his pocket as if about to hurl 
some money back on the road for this one persistent 
beggar to pick up. 

"Stay! I will guarantee to send him away." 
"Then do so, Mr. Grimes." 
"Stop the carriage." 
The vehicle came to a pause, and the beggar 34- 

vanced smiling, thinking his time of triumph had 
surely arrived. 

He was mistaken. 
The form of Mr. Grimes arose to view, and then 

came the sharp report of a revolver. 
Again and again it was heard, and the bullets 

whistled by close to the surprised beggar's head. 
He turned and ran as if the Old Nick and a legion 

of fiends were in hot pursuit, nor were they troublecl 
by his attentions again. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

BRIGANDS O F  THE OLD COLISEUM. 

They had some peace. 
On the return to the city the same swarm of men- 

dicants surrounclecl them. 
"This is abominable,'' said O'Connor. 
"I see but one way of avoiding it." 
<'HOW ?" 
"We can disguise ourselves. " 
"Ah ! but it is not because we are O'Connor and 

Grimes that they beset us. All trizvelers are thus 
harassed in the Infernal City. " 

"That is just it. I mean that we represent the na- 
tive element-become high blood Italians for the 
time being. They will cease to  persecute us then, as 
they only annoy foreigners. " 

"A bright thought, Mr. Grimes. " 
The idea was not a bad one. 
I t  would work in a double sense, as their old foes 

would be baffled, too. 
The clay had been pleasantly spent, only for this 

one annoyance of the mendicants. 
They said this was a poor time for the beggars, 

too, as their business had to some extent been inter- 
fered with by the law. 

Our friends who, had suffered so much, wondered 
what it must have been before the law was illvoked 
in favor of the tourist. 

Mr. Grimes took entire charge of the task of' trans- 
a ians. forming them into It 1' 



He secured tannin, wiih which they colored their 
skin. 

When necessary their hair was concealed or 
changed to black. 

Some alterations were made in their clress. 
Then the party sought a new house, at which they 

put up under high-souncling names. 
O'Connor was Count Braganza, and his wife wore 

the honors of countess meekly, while our friend the 
old detective, played the part of private secretary 
under the title of Signor Tagliapetra. 

The good people of the house m~derstood the game, 
and made much f ~ u l  over it. 

They saw that their guests were rolling in wealth. 
and uiiilerstoocl that their sole motive was to avoid 
persecution by the meilclicarlts who flocked upon 
the trail of every foreigner. 

On the following day the courier again made his 
appearance. 

Of course he was in the secret. 
I t  mattered little to hiin who,t the foreigners did, 

so long as they paid him the princely sum which he 
had pronzisecl to give his scrvices in eschailge for. 

This clay the change was striking. 
Not a beggar bothered them. 
Thcy were taken for a party of high blooded Ital- 

ians, perhaps from Milan, Florence, or Genoa, doing 
the metropolis, and the mendicants knew how hope- 
less woulcl be their pitiful cry of "baksheesh" in the 
educatecl ears of their countrymen. 

Our fricncls liacl been over a good deal of the 
grou11cl now. 

What interestecl them most were the remains of 
oIcl t inx Rome, the new quarter, with its modern 
buildings, calling for no examination. 
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"Juclginfr from the way oltl Romc is giving way to 
motlcrii style, I shoultl say that fifty ycxm hence it 
will not pay one to come hcrc. As much call be seen 
in New York any clay," clcclarcd Mr. Grimes, as 
they saw the work of builcling which was chily ancl 
hourly going on. 

I t  was surprising. 
The people seemed to h a w  lost a11 interest in their 

grancl past, and were living for the future. 
So day after clay passed on. 
They settled down to taking it easy. 
Nothing had been hearcl from their foes. 
I11 fact they had come to take it for grantecl that 

these worthies, being baffled in their. search, had 
returned oiice more to Peru. 

Mr. Grimes always kept on the watch. He did 
not fecl so positive with rcgarcl to this matter as did 
O'Coi~nor. 

It was now full moon again. 
Katy had hearcl of people going to see the old 

Coliseum by moonlight. Incleed, the courier hat: 
spolreil of it several times during this clay. 

O'Connor had paid him for his services. 
They would use him for a few days still, as they 

hacl not yet visited the wonclerful catacombs that lia 
uilcler the city of Rome. 

He had spoken of neecling some money, so the 
Irish Monte Cristo hacl given him what was clue. 

Mr. Grimes chanced to be near by. 
When the guide had been left temporarily behind 

explaining the work on some tapestry to Katy, he 
took O'Conuor to task for his imprudence. 

"I am afraid you do wrong to show such a well 
filled wallet here, sir." 

"What! you don't suspcct the courier?" 
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"Gerald may be honest enough, though I trust 
none of his kind further than I can see them. At 
sight of the roll of bills you exhibited his eyes almost 
bulged out of his head." 

"Then I'll be more careful in future.'' 
"The best way is to have money in several pock- 

ets. Then what you display will not arouse any 
one's cupidity." 

"A good idea; 1'11 do it." 
I t  was determined to visit the Coliseum that night, 

and look upon it in the romantic light of the heavenly 
body. 

The carriage came around on time. 
It was a beautiful night, for the sky was of the 

deepest blue-black hue, and the stars appeared l ~ k e  
silver gems set in velvet. 

The moon was just full. 
Hanging in the east, about nine o'clock, she 

seemed like a globe of gold, suspencled in some mys- 
terious manner above. 

It was just such a night as Rome has become c,ele- 
brated for-the ideal night dreamed of by lovers, 
when all nature seems to  be under a magic spell, 
and responds to the finer senses, just as the strings 
of the harp do to the educated fingers of the musi- 
cian. 

Katy was in raptures. 
She seemed to drink in the glories of the scene, 

and her soul responded to the hour. 
All of them were singularly quiet. 
Mr. Grimes said nothing of his suspicions, but l ~ a d  

his eye on the courier. 
Gerald did not seem at his ease. 
Perhaps his dinner had disagreed. with him. 
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Mr. Griines appeared to think the Italian had 
something heavy on his mind. 

Somehow the thoughts of the detective went back 
to the afternoon scene when O'Connor was paying 
the courier off. 

He had seen a look of avarice flash over the face 
of Gerald then. 

Most men have their price. 
A great many have been honest because they have 

never been tempted to their limit 
A few can withstand anything. 
Gerald had seen what was a fortune to him in the 

hands of the Irish Monte Cristo. 
He coveted it. 
Perhaps the reflection that the wealth of this world 

was very unevenly distributed made the man sad. 
Mr. Griines kept an eye on him. 

"I wonder if that fellow is up to any mischief?" 
he thought, but clici not speak aloucl. 

There had been a time in the past when evcn the 
environs of Rome were dangerous after clark. 

Bandits haunted the mountains within five miles 
of the Eternal City. 

All this had been changed. 
During the reign of Victor Emanuel these gentry 

had been mercilessly hunted, and they were as a 
general thing more careful now of how they showed 
themselves. 

Still, there were bands of them in the mountains, 
having their haunts in it~accessible places where the 
military could not follow. 

At length the scene which they wished to visit was 
reached. 

In the silvery moonlight, which bathed it like a 
misty mil, it was heai~tifi~l. 



Such ruins are best scen in a half tono ligl~t-the 
garish flame of the day gocl is loo niuch for tllcir de- 
cay. 

"What clo you think of it, Knty ?" aslied Rcrlmond, 
when they had spent some timo i11 viewing the sccnt: 
from several quarters. 

"It is just glorious. I woulcln't have missccl it, for 
a good deal.)' 

O'Connor was pleased. 
He dearly loved to sec her sweet face light up 

with pleasure. 
No sacrifice could have bccn too great for him to 

have emlured in orcler to bring joy to tho heart of 
his beloved wife. 

"Shall we return?" 
"Wait. There is one point tlie signora has not 

seen. It is glorious, grand, superb, thc finest view 
of all in this moonlight." 

So said the courier. 
"Then bring us to that point, Gerald. The night 

air is getting chilly. I fancy the breeze clraws from 
the direction of the marsh, and it cannot be good to 
be out here long." 

"Si, signor. Come, we will proceed thither with- 
out delay, and all will agree that I have not over- 
rated the scenery a particle." 

When, after some little cliffici~lty, they reached the 
point for which he aimed, it was evident that Ger- 
ald had indeed reserved tlie finest vantage grounds 
for the last. 

The view was enchanting. 
How easy it was in the roinantic moonlight to 

imagine that ruin peopled with crowds that, during 
the time when Rome ruled the whole known world, 
gathered here to witness tilie terrible col~auests in 
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the arena between the Imwny glatliatol-s, who 
fougllt to the i l~ath.  

One could irnaginc the npplnme of tlie ficlde mul- 
titude, the gay attire of tliousailcls upon thousancls, 
the bull fight, or cncomlter with wild beasts, and 
tlie many strange sights witnessed within these 
crumbling walls. 

Where now were the thronging multitucles that 
hacl made these walls echo with their shouts? 

Gone ! 
Yes, ages ago they had crumblecl away to dust- 

scores upon scores of generations hacl come and 
gone, and now only these relics remained to tell of 
vanished glories. 

Looking upon this spectacle one fcels a strange 
sensation yo over hiin. 

I t  is as though his spirit has been put into coinmu- 
nication with the cleacl past. 

O'Connor a i d  his wife looked for a time in 
wrapt delight, for ilevcr had they secn a picture 
such 3s this old lonely ruin, swept by the soft beams 
of the full moon. 

Mr. Grimes was affected, too, though not to the 
same extent as his companions. 

He had a different nature. 
All the while he was thinking how nervous their 

guide appeared to be. 
What was the cause of it? 
Was he sorry that he must soon quit the employ 

of SO liberal a man? 
There was soinething more than this. 
The man acted as tllougl~ he had been doing some- 

thing of which he was ashanled. 
Mr. Grimes likeil to study lluma~i na,ture. 
I t  was lhs daily p l c a s u ~ ~  
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He did not pretend to be a mind rexler, but from 
habit he had comc to strike pretty near the truth 
when he bent his energies to it. 

I t  was evident to him now that their guide had a 
weight on his mind. 

He started when spoken to suddenly, and seemetl 
to be listening for some sound. 

"Come, let us go,'' said O'Connor. 
"Yes, I am satisfied. Enough is as  good as n 

feast," responcled the detective. 
Gerald actecl strangely. 
"Gentlemen, we had better hurry. I saw a, figure 

in the bushes yonder. This place usccl to be clan- 
gerous, tl~ougli of late---" 

He did not finish. 
Around them rose a dozen rough figures. 
They were in the clutch of the brigands. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

DRAGGED TO THE C'A4TACOMBS. 

There could be no doubt about it. 
The guide had played them falsely. 
While under contract to treat them as under his 

charge, he had betrayed them into the hands of un- 
scrupulous men, who would not hesitate to hold 
them until a large ransom was paid, or even put 
them out of the way. 

The brigands of Italy have little feeling, espec- 
ially for tlie foreign element. 

Mr. Grimes' first impulse was to spring upon the 
treacherous Gerald, and punish him. 

When, however,he turned to do this he found that 
the other, as if fearful lest something of this nature 
might come upon him, had made haste to widen tlie 
distance betweeen them. 

The detective glanced around. 
Tlie dozen men had swollen to twenty. 
Rough looking fellows they were, indeed, and 

every man carried a gun, which was leveled a t  the 
little party in a threatening fashion. 

One who appeared to be the leader stepped for- 
ward to address them. 

Mr. Grimes uttered an  exclamation. 
Surely he had seen this inan before. Yes, as cer- 

tain as fate it was tlie tall beggar who had followed 
them so persistently, and who had only been chased 
away by the shots of the detective. 

This was a strange thing. 
The beggar was a brigand chief. 
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He looked for victims among the foreigners in the 
city, well knowing they could better pay a ransom 
than his co~ultrynien, and that there was not apt to 
be such a fuss raised over the fact of their suclilcn 
disappearance. 

(6 Signor, do you surrender, or shall I order my 
men to fire?" said the man, in escellent English. 

Mr. Grimes looked around. 
He saw O'Connor with his arm thrown around his 

wife, his face set, and the other hand grasping n re- 
volver as if ready to defend her to the last. 

I t  was not a pleasant choice. 
One word from the leader, ancl that score of guns 

would belch out their contents. 
The result must be instant death. 
Anything was better than that. 
Besides, a chance to escape might present itself in 

case they became prisoners. 
Mr. Grimes decided. 
"We surrender. " 
"It is well, signor." 
The leader of the brigands made a gcsturc, which 

was evidently well uilclerstoocl by his companions, 
for half a dozen men a t  once advanced and seized 
the two Americans. 

Their weapons were quickly coafiscatecl, ancl then 
their hands felt the bonds. 

A close search was made for valuables. 
The anger of the bandits was loud and long, as ex- 

pressed in a rattliug string of oaths, wh,a  they 
found themselves poorly paid for their trouble. 

Our friends liacl been wise enough to leave their 
valuables behind them. 

Thus IKnty's diamonds, bought in Paris, and other 
magnificent jewelry, together with thc gentlemen's 
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gold watchcs and the large roll of bills O'Connor 
llacl sl)ortctl in the sight of the courier, escaped con- 
fiscation, being safe in the I~OLISC where they lodged. 

Still the leacler of the brigands did not seem to be 
badly put out. 

"You shall pay ten thousand florins each for ran- 
som bcforc you go free," he said, when he learned 
how meager was the result of the thorough search 
instituted by his men. 

This was not a pleasant prospect. 
It would interfere with their pleasure. 
Whom could they look to for help? 
Money they had in plenty-it was not that which 

bothcrecl thcm, but the lack of a friend to carry it to 
the brigands. 

If Tom Grattnn had only arrived. 
He was about due. 
Mr. Qrirnes turned to the captain. 
"Listen," he said, "we have the money, but no 

oue to send our order to. Let one of us go ant1 fetch 
it-the lady, if you will, keeping the rest as hos- 
tages. Then you can turn us loose." 

But the brigand chieftain did not see it that way. 
He was suupicions by nature. 
Knowing how keen-witted these Yankees were, he 

believed tliis was but a trick to deceive him. 
He believed that in letting one of them go he 

lessenecl his power by one half. 
Stupid-of course it was, and the fellow was bound 

to regret his action in the future, but he could not 
see far beyond his nose. 

"You must think of some one who will pay the 
ransom to my messenger. 1 will give you three days 
to do it, and if a t  the end of that time you fail, then 
you shall rot in your cells." 



56 THE 112ISII MONTE CRLSTO ABEOAD. 

He spoke vinclictivcly. 
Mr. Grimes seemed to be tho especial object of his 

hatred. 
Perhaps the fellow still heard the mad whistling 

of the bullets that had accelerated his flight, ancl 
knew the source they came from. 

He would repay that debt before he was done with 
the business. 

Orders were now given. 
The prisoners found themselves in the center of the 

rough band, which started in the direction of the 
city, much to their surprise. 

Perhaps the brigands of former days had aban- 
doned their dangerous work in the mountains for the 
more profitable mission of mendicants, only appear- 
ing in their original role when the occasion cle- 
manded it, like the present. 

Cautiously they proceeded. 
S c o ~ ~ t s  were sent in advance. 
They kept under shelter whenever it was possible, 

and in this way entered the outskirts of old Rome, 
where modern civilization had not as yet intruded 
among the ancient houses. Here a queer church 
arose, surrouilded by a liiah wall, covered with 
vines. Beyond was a ruin of what had once been a 
fine mansion, but time had dealt mercilessly with it, 
and now it seemed but the nbocle of bats and spi- 
ders. To the surprise of the prisoners the daring bri- 
gands headed toward this lonely pile. It was here, 
no doubt, they held out. The police powers, lenient 
to all mendicants, never bothered those who had 
taken up a residence in the old ruin, so that they 
lived in peace. 

Sure enough, the whole party passed in through a 
broken arch. A door swung on its rusty hinges, and 
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admitted them to the interior. Save for the few 
bcams of moonlight that filtered in through the sash- 
less windows, there was not the slightest efforts a t  
illumination. The corners were left in darkness. 

It was a weird sight, and our friencls, even though 
their position was desperate, could not help but no- 
tice this strange aspect. 

Where did the brigands hold forth? 
There did not seem to be any evidence of occu- 

pancy, not even a pallet greeted the eye. 
The floor was of stone. 
It had echoed to the tread of warriors in the clays 

of former centuries when Rome, set upon her seven 
hills, wielcled the sce~ter  that swayed the known 
world. 

To the surprise of all, a i d  the profouncl interest of 
Obed Grimes, the party came to a halt in the middle 
of this lofty and in former years grand apartment. 

They seemed to gather around a certain spot 
where a ring fastened to a slab of stone gave evi- 
dence of some subterranean passage. 

Mr. Grimes' thoughts flew to New York. 
Weeks before, just when on the point of sailing 

on the Anchor Line steamer for the ports of the 
Mecliterranean, these three hacl had an adventure 
in an old church, ancl been shut in a vault under the 
stone floor, used as a burial place for influential 
officers of the church. 

This made him think of the other adventure. 
He only hoped it would end as happily. 
At a word from the ragged and yet rather pictur- 

esque looking leader, who clung to the national 
dress, several of the banclitti seized upon this stone 
ancl raised it up. 

All was darkness below. 
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A lantern was ~)ro~lucctl-sevt~r.al of tllc~m-ant1 I)y 
the light of these thwe canlcb into view a flight of 
stone steps, covcrd in placcs with moss. 

Down these they went. 
O'Connor assisted his wife, his arms being freed. 

As yet no insult had been offered to them, though 
there coulcl be no telling how long this state of 
affairs woulcl last. 

Their captors were a brutal set of mcn, tlic scuin 
of the former daring brigands. 

That they had treated their prisoners respectfully 
was more from diplomacy than any feeling of 1111- 
manity within their bosoms. 

At the foot of the steep stairs they fo~md a narrow 
passage, very like a tunnel. 

A musty odor prevailed. 
Mr. Grimes knew they were in a serious lwedica- 

ment, and he kept his eyes about him so that if the 
chance for escape presented itself he woulcl know 
the way out. 

He was not the man to be caught napping when 
an  occasion arose that might be made available by 
an energetic person. 

Along this passage the band pushed. 
Looking back, the Yankee detective coulcl not 

keep from smiling to see the ragged line of (lark- 
hued desperadoes strung out, every other man hold- 
ing a lantern in his hand. 

Bats whirred past their heads. 
Where they came from or went to it  wo~zlcl be ncst 

to impossible to state. 
Mr. Grimes had his suspicions. 
This was no ordinary passage. 
I t  presently ran into a larger one. 
A11 esaminatiou wonlit hnve ~*evcalerl thc fact that 
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it hncl bccn cut out hunclrcds and hundreds of years 
ljefnrc. Incleecl, almost eighteeu centuries hacl 
passet1 since the hands of men hacl performed work 
in this subterraacan place. 

Generally it was round. 
The stone all arouncl was not hewn. 
It  lookecl as though a great vein of sand had 

passed through a strata of solicl rock, branching in 
places after the manner of tlle limbs of a tree or the 
blood vessels in the human body. 

In cligging this sand out there hacl been left ail ex- 
cavation that euteniled miles and miles uncler ancl 
beyond the old city of Rome. 

Here, cluring the persecution of the clzurch, the 
early Christians llacl lliclclcn themselves, living and 
clying anlong these labyrinthine passages. 

Thousanils of graves have been fo~mtl in the walls 
-graves hollowed out by man, and sealed up when 
the body was placecl therein. 

Thesc sepulchers have given to tlie wonderful and 
intricate passages the name of catacombs. 

In certain chambers thousands of skulls and bones 
of the early martyrs are gathered. 

Few visit Rome, but who clescencl into the won- 
derful catacombs. 

They go a beaten path and with a guide. 
To be lost there might mean death, for one could 

easily wander about these bewildering passages 
until overcome by the grim monster. 

Marvolous stories have been told of this city be- 
math a city, tales of l~orror, too, for thcse now silent 
strects once witnessed astounding sights. 

Even of late years they have been the theater of 
more illan onc violent crime. 

Men I ~ V C  collirnitted murder and suicide among 
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the relics of the dim past, and more than one strange 
adventure has occurred there. 

Mr. Grimes soon made ny his mild. 
"We inteiidecl visiting the underground Rome to- 

morrow, but these men have anticipated us. " 
"Then you think--" 
"I know we are in the cataconlbs of Rome. There 

are several branches, one at least separated from all 
the rest. Perhaps this is it, and the brigands have 
made it their headquarters. If we ever escape from 
it alive we may consider ourselves lucky.'' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE SECRET CHAMBER. 

Their situation was really despera te. 
The brigands demanclecl something wllicll they 

could not see how they might grant. 
True, there was money enough, but who coulcl get 

it for them? There was the proprietor of the house 
-perhaps, when he learned their predicament, 
he would be good enough to act as their agent. 
Woulcl the money concealed by O'Connor in the 
house cover the price asked? 

He did not linow how much it was, but realizotl 
that it would fall far short. 

Thirty thousand florins was a large sum. 
To many a man it meant a fortune. 
The Irish Monte Cristo could, of course, afford to 

snap his fingers a t  such a ransom; it was a mere 
bagatelle ball compared with the colossal pile he 
had come into possession of. 

With him, however, the only question was how he 
coulcl secure the amount. 

These men were stupid and suspicious. 
They would not let Mr. Grimes go in order to se- 

cure the ransom demanded. 
Perhaps they might have allowecl O'Connor to 

leave, guided by one of their number, provided his 
wife remained a hostage. 

He thought of this. 
Only as a last resort would he inention it, for to 

leave Knty with these men even temporarily wonlcl 
be a great infliction. 
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The party had reaclicd tho chamber where they 
seemed to hold out. 

It marked the end of tlic passage. 
There was but one way of entcring and lcaving it, 

so far as Mr. Grimes could see, and this was by the 
means they had taken in coming. 

At one point close to the chamber, the tunnel--it 
was nothing else-crossed a hole. 

A rude bridge formed of a single wide plank served 
the brigancls here. 

One by one the prisoners were made to cross this 
plank, which trembled under their feet. 

Pausing on the other side, the leacler took a lighted 
flambeau from one of his men and tossed it into the 
yawning aperture. 

To the surprise of our frientls it descended rapidly 
until it seemed like a mere star. 

They did not see it strike. 
Was the pit actually bottomless? 
They shuddered to think what would bc the fate 

of any wretched being who fell into it. 
He wo~zlcl hardly know what hurt him-one wild 

thrill of agonized fear, a swift clescent, and thcn all 
would be over. 

If that plank wcre removed it woulcl be impossi- 
ble to leave the den. 

The brigands were a t  home. 
Here they held forth, seoure from the law. 
What crimes they committcd there could be no 

saying, but from the looks of the crowd it woulci be 
easy to believe them capable of almost any violsnt 
deed on the calenclar. 

The leacler had a short talk with his prisoners, 
during which he in folmlecl them that here they 
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weye to stay until the ransom was paitl, and any at- 
tempt at cscapc wuold n l ~ t  with death. 

He looked sullen while spealring, ant1 spoke of 
having comnlitted an iniliscretion in having allowed 
them to see where they were taken. 

Mr. Grimes did uot forget this fact. 
It had a good ileal of influence upon their future 

actions. 
Most of the baliclits went away again, as  though 

some other b~~s iness  awaited them. 
A few remainecl. 
These were the guards. 
They carried g ~ u l s  and pistols, and kept a sharp 

watch on the prisoners. 
Our friends were free so far as  bonds were con- 

cernecl, and could walk about anywhere within the 
bounds of their prison. 

Mr. Grimes was bent upon investigating. 
He soon made a discovery. 
The plank bridge no longer crossed the abyss. 
It had been taken up and concenlecl, whether By 

the guarcls or those who had left the place he had no 
means of knowing. 

Of course it would mean a great deal of difference 
to them: for if it lay on the other side of the chasm 
they could not hope to escape until the others re- 
turned. 

He also noticed that the three guards kept to- 
gether all the time, and watched them closely. 

They had a smadl fire, the sinoke of which ap- 
peared to drift along and be sucked into certain 
crevices of the rock above. 

Arouizd this they hung, now cooking something, 
and now singing a peculiar song, possessing little 
melody bnt plwty of f icwc e~clrnna~tions. 
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O'Connor ailcl his wife hacl seated themselves upon 
the ground, and when Mr. Grimes joined them he 
spoke of the discovery he hacl made. 

Their prospect looked gloomy. 
Nevertheless O'Connor seemed in a cheerful f i ~ ~ m e  

of mind, joking over many things and causing Iiaty 
to smile. 

The keen-eyed detective read him like a book. 
He knew that Redinond was assuming a gayety 

he was far from feeling. 
Why was this so? 
He hoped to keep Katy's spirits up. 
Presently the two gentleinei~ snunterecl around, 

presumably to smoke the cigars which their captors 
had kindly allowed them to retain. 

In reality Mr. Grimes wanted to have a little pri- 
vate talk with his employer. 

"You seem light-hearted, Mr. O'Counor." 
"That is assumed for. Katy's sake. Yon know we 

Irishmen can laugh and sing even when black mis- 
fortune hangs over us. I t  is the national trait." 

"You do not feel that way then?" 
"Truth to tell, I am 'plunged i11 a gulf of deep cle- 

spair,' as the old hymn has it. I can see no ray 
of light except I make an arrangement to leave 
Katy and go for the money under charge of that 
arch villain the brigand captain." 

Mr. Grimes shook his head. 
"Useless. " 
"HOW SO?" 

"You heard what that man said about having 
made a mistake in letting us see the entrance to this 
branch of the catacombs?" 

"Yes-I remember. " 
"I was watching liis face. It was marked by cun- 
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ning and unscrupulous Ilnte. As sure as I am herc, 
I believe, Mr. O'C'onnor, that even if yon mailaged 
to secure the ransom moncy to-morrow it  would not 
give us liberty. " 

"Confusion! clo you think-" 
"I know what I say. That man has made up his 

mincl that we shall not leave here alive." 
The Irish Moute Cristo paused in his walk, and 

lookecl a t  his friend in a troubled manner. 
"If that is so, we are doomed, unless by some lucky 

chance we can escape. " 
"That is it." 
"Why not now. The guard is few i11 number. We 

may never have a better opportunity." 
"Don't be hasty. As long as there scems to be a 

chance to get tlle ransom money they will not do us 
any harm. When the case seems Ilopeless then we 
must look out for squalls. Eesitles, there is another 
reason why we woulcl be foolish to try and esca,pe 
now. " 

"What is that?" 
" L o c ) ~  yonder. " 
The old detective pointecl toward the abyss. 
"Great powers! tlle bridge is gone." 
"JLIS~ so." 
"Where clo they keep it, 011 this side or that?" 
"I have not discovered as yet." 
"Then cscapc is cut off; we can rlo nothing, even 

though we might overcome the guarcls." 
"Patience, sir. Leave it to me. I have cracketl 

harder nuts than this, and unlcw my native cunning 
fails me we shall outwit the rascals yet." 

"I trust so. I (10 not think of myself so much as 
Katy. Poor girl, s l ~ c  1m.s wetltlod troublc in talciilg 
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me. I hope it will not always be so-that the storm 
will soon give way to fair skies. " 

"Hope on, Mr. O'Connor. Once out of this scrapc 
and with those other fiends bafflecl, we may yet be 
as  happy as the clay is long." 

"Do you know, a n  idea struckme recently. Per- 
haps I clicl not tell you, but when we secured the 
treasures of the old Incas, with the gold we took a 
small box of peculiar shape, containing some of the 
oddest jewels you ever saw. I do n ~ t  know their 
value, but I imagine they are relics from the old 
rulers of Peru, and perhaps venerntcil very highly." 

"I see," said Mr. Griines, cluickly, "you think that 
perliaps these men are after this 1)os more tllnn the 
gold-that a comproinise might be effectccl, a i d  they 
leave you in peace?" 

"Exactly. " 
"There may be something in that, O'Connor. W e  

will try and make an arrangement with those thugs 
if we ever get out of Ilere." 

The time passed slowly. 
Katy finally slept. 
Her devoted husband watched over her with loving 

solicitude. As long as she had such a faithful de- 
feiicler near, Katy need fear no danger; but should 
he be removed, the thought was too terrible &o be 
considered even for a moment. 

O'Connor himself dozed a t  times. 
Mr. Grimes slept heavily. 
He ha1  a gloomy foreboding that they were cles- 

tined to see much trouble ahead. 
It was the delibei-ate habit of tllc cool detective 

not to cross a bridge until he came to it ,  tlmt is, he 
made it a point never to borrow trouble. 



Whcn the time came for actiou it would be found 
that lw llad prepared for it. 

It was probably well on towa~*tl moriling when the 
balance of tllc band returned. 

They Ilnd been carrying out some work, but what 
the nnt~ure of it might be none of our friends had the 
slightest idea. 

The leader soon came before them. 
"I have changecl my mincl," lie said, calmly. 
O'Connor started. 
Did the fellow mean that he had cleteriniiled to put 

them to death? 
"1 said thirty thousand florins. I now put the 

ransom a t  one hundred thousan il. " 
The fact was ha must have cliscoverecl the iden- 

tity of his prisoner, ancl realized that they could 
pay the ransom of a prince. 

O'Connor smiled. 
"I could easily Band you over that amount if I 

were free to clo it. What  clo you say to Ictting my 
wife go for the money?" 

The fellow's eyes glitterctl as they were turned 
upon Katy's handsome face. 

Somchow O'Connor shivercd. 
He seemed to feel danger in the air for the one he 

loved better than his life. 
"No, we will keep the signora hcre; she is too 

good a hostage to let go." 
Reclinoncl said no more. 
He was afraid lest the captain should propose that 

he go for the money, which was the last thing he 
would have desiretl. 

Besides, he remembered what Mr. Grimes had 
said with reference to their keeping the secret of the 
catacombs with their lives. 



They were given food and water. 
Time passed slowly. 
Mr. Grimes, however, was busy, ancl with each 

passing hour he made some cliscovery. 
He prowled around. 
Now and the11 he stopped to talk with one of the 

men, having a smattering of Italian, while most of 
them uiltlerstoocl English a little. 

I t  was really comical to witness, and the brigancls 
sniilcd in sl~ite of their gruffness. 

They had an itlea Mr. Grimes was a sort of peda- 
gogue, since he was the private secretary of the 
wealthy American princc, as they tenned O'Connor, 
and bclievcd him harmless. 

He assumed an innocent, unsuspicious manner, 
as if he prowled arouacl. t h r o u ~ h  mere curiosity, auc1 
yet all the while he was laying up knowledge that 
would serve hiin well when the time came for them 
to make a break for liberty. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE TRAIL OF THE FIERY SERPENT. 

"I have made a cliscovery." 
Looking up, the Irish Monte Cristo found Mr. 

Grimes bellcling over him. 
"What is it?" 
"The place where the plank is concealed is 110 

longer a mystery to me. Cast your eye in that quar- 
ter. Look up about ten feet, am1 you will see what 
1 refer to." 

"Jove! the plank flattened against the roof." 
"Exactly." 
"How does it get there?" 
"There is a peculiar systcm of ropes aiicl p~llleys 

which allow the plank to be lowerecl from either 
side, providing one knows where the ropes are.'' 

"And you do?" 
"Yes, I llscl my eyes open when the men came 

back, and got an  idea, which, by study, I have 
managed to make out the truth." 

"Then the next chance we have we will take ad- 
vantage of i t ;  isn't that your idea?" 

"We must. I t  would be folly to trust the captain ; 
he has a bad eye." 

That was Mr. Grimes' way of putting it. 
Remembering the manner in which the captain 

had lookecl a t  Katy, the Irish Monte Cristo was 
bound to believe this. 

How slowly the day passed. 
To O'Clonaor the hours dragged along. 



Thc brigunds, lalowing they coultl not cbso:t,l )r, 
allowed t h c  to inovch iwountl a t  will i11 t l ~ x  l.~)t.liy 
clla~nbcr, ant1 cvrn es1)lorc scvural littlo l )nhs;~g~s 
lcntling a short distanco away, each of which elitled 
abruptly. 

Mr. Grimes, in prowling arountl, llatl fount1 ,211 oltl 
flight of stone stairs. 

At the top of these was a massivc iron door, rusty 
ant1 apparently unused for ages. 

Perhaps it led into soine church or cloister. 
Eviilently the brigancls llacl never nscd it. 
Mr. Grimes, in his hasty csuminntiou, saw that 

they could put little liopo i11 this quarter. 
Tho rust was heavy upon the solid iron. I-Ie tried 

to shake the door, but i t  seemed as  firm as the solid 
rock around him. 

To all appearances it would take a clynamitc bomb 
to move this door. 

Its presence was strange enough, ant1 when Mr. 
Grimes tried to get some information concerning it 
from one of the men, the fcllow shook his heatl. 

He either would not or coulcl not give an answer 
to the qut.stjon. 

Night came again. 
Our friends Iia,cl 110 watches wit11 them, but thc 

captain sported one, borrowed pro1)ably from somc 
former unf ortunntr pilgrim wbose bones might pos- 
sibly be even then resting a t  tho bottom of that un- 
fathomable gulf. 

Ry inquiry they founcl out the time. 
The brigancls seemed to have teinporarily given 

up the mendicant business, since they hail now gonc 
back to more profitable work. 

It became evident that the men were going out 
again as  on the previous night. 
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Perhaps it was for a cnrousal. 
Three guards were left beliintl-different men from 

those of the previous occasion. 
Mr. Grimes studied them. 
He bplievecl the time was coming for the grand 

effort a t  escape. 
If they lost this opportunity they would rue it, for 

tlic climce might not conic again. 
For a time they remained quiet. 
Katy slept. 
O'Connor and his astute friend conversec! in low 

tones. and yet they were careful not to act in any 
way suspicious. 

The guards played cards. 
It secinecl as tliongli the spirit of gambling had 

bcc.o~ne a regular mnnia with these sons of Italy, 
as part of them werc always cngngetl either with 
cimls or l~laying a national game. 

Some hours Iiud pussetl sincc the main body of the 
l~i-igai~(ls hat1 gone out. 

The time was a t  hand. 
Mr. Grimes had awauged a plan by means of 

wlrich he believed the three guards would be so cle- 
moralizer1 that they could be made prisoners. 

In prowling around he had found in one grotto 
where they kept their ammunition. 

He had taken a pound c~znisler of powder. 
As he lolled around he had nianngecl to lay this on 

i ts side not ten feet froni where the t h e e  gamblers 
were engaged with the cards. 

A trail of gunpowcler ran across to where lie and 
( )'Connor sat talking. 

The latter awoke his wife, and warlied her as to 
the ni~ture of their plan. 

Each of then1 Imcl a, cudgel ready for business. 
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Mr. Grimes held the stump of a cigar between his 
teeth, and he now lighted a match anel preteilcleil to 
hold it to this. 

Then he deftly brought it into communication 
with the powder. 

There could be but one result. 
A flash followed. 
Quickly this spurted along the stone floor. 
If it met with no irnpecliincnt or break in the train, 

i t  was bound to reach the canister in the space of 
a few seconcls. 

As soon as he saw that the match had fired the 
train, Mr. Grimes threw himself ilnt upon his face, 
hugging the floor. 

O'Connor and his wife were in a measure protected 
behind a rock. 

The three garnesters sat forming a sort of triangle, 
close to the fire. 

One only facecl that way. 
He did not see the flash immediately, but a s  he 

heard a peculiar puffing sountl, loolrecl up from his 
cards, and saw the fiery serpent trailing ovcr the 
stone floor of the catacomb cllczniber. 

Horror stricken a t  the presence of an uillrnown 
danger he gave a loud cry. and poiutecl. 

The others, half believing their prisoners were 
rushing upon them, sncztchecl for their guns, mltl 
while in the act of gaining their feet managed to 
twist their limbs around. 

One glimpse they caught of the serpent, and then 
the fire reached the canister. 

Bang ! 
The report was terrific, in s ~ ~ c h  confined space, nnil 

fire brmcls flew over the t lmc  qunrcls in a regular 
shower. 
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Such was the concussion that tlle three men wwe 
knocked over. 

They were greatly terrified, and hardly knew 
whether they were rload or living. 

"Up and a t  'em, guards," sung out tllo old detec- 
tive, and the famous words of the British geivxsl 
were never more aptly applied. 

O'Conaor sprang to his feet. 

ATTACKING THE 6 UARD. 

Cuclgels in hands, the two tourists leaped toward 
the cleinorulized enemy. 

Fort~umtely the lights had esoapecl goiug out in 
the concussion, so they could see dimly through the 
dour1 of white powder smoke. 

Each picked out a man. 
The guards had not yet recovered from the panic 



74 THE IRISH MONTE CBISTO ABIlOAD. 

into which they hacl been thrown, when they found 
thelnselves hotly assailed by those who hacl erst- 
while been coasiclered their prisoners. 

They were not given much of a chance to hold 
their own ground. 

O'Connor closed with his man, a i d  began choking 
him fiercely. 

Mr. Grimes whacked a second right and lcft with 
his cudgel. In vain the fellow attempted to shield 
his head by the use of his arms, the blows raincd in 
thick and fast. 

Qnickly his guard was bedcn clown, and he rolled 
over like a log. 

Turning upon the third, Mr. Grimes had only time 
to doclge when a gnn was fired. 

The bullet cut the air in the exact spot wherc thc 
old detective hacl been. 

Lucky, indeed, it was for him that he had made 
that leap aside. 

Seeing that he had missecl, the Italian became 
panic stricken, and chopping his gun he ran like a 
frightened deer. 

The powder sinoke hung over the scene. 
In his deliriunl of terror the wretch clicl not 8131)ar- 

ently uilderstancl what new danger lay in his path. 
He had taken it for granted that the plank was 

over the chasm, and ineant to flee in that direction 
to escape his dreaded enemy. 

Obecl Grimes gave a shout of warning, but the man 
clicl not heed it, as he was in a condition to coilstrue 
every sound into a war cry. 

He rushed on, half looking behind him, and thrust 
out his foot to place it on the plank. 

I t  was not there. 
He realized his peril. 



One grcat effort he made to recover his equilib- 
rium, but it was too late. 

He had lost his balance, and slipped out of sight, 
clutching wiltlly a t  the rock, and uttering a sllrielr 
like the cry of a lost soul. 

Mr. Grimes crept Eorwarcl, and looked clown, hop- 
ing to see the man hanging there, and be able to 
pull him out, but it was not so. 

He had gone to his death in the awful pit, and 
would uever bc seen again. 

Shuddering, the Yankee drew back. 
By this time O'Connor had succeeded in reducing 

his man to a condition where he could no longer do 
any mischief. 

The detective picked up a piece of rope, and 
tossed it over to Reclmond, who knew what it was 
intended for without being told. 

Meantime Mr. Grimes turned his attention to the 
man he had been engaged with. 

This fellow was just getting up, as he recoverccl 
in a measure from the blows. 

Mr. Grimes pounced upon him as a cat might a 
mouse. 

The man made a feeble resistance, but it ended 
in his being overcome, a i d  presently he was bound 
hand and foot. 

Victory ! 
It had been well earned, and the two men could 

not help but feel a thrill of satisfaction, as, panting 
heavily after their esertions they sul.veyec1 the field 
of which tliev were masters. 

Of course this was not the end; both of thein 
knew t11t.y must run further risks beforc frceclom 
could be gained. 

"Come, let us arm ourselves. These men left to 
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guard us, fortunately carry the weapons we owned- 
our revolvers. Pick up tlml gun, sir, and a lanife. 
We may meet with some of the rogues in the pas- 
sage, ancl have another fight before the game is 
played OLI~ .  " 

Katy had witnessed this scene with something of 
alarm, for the one she loved was an actor in it, and 
might receive an in jury. 

At the successful termination of the affair she 
came to his assistance, even helping him to secure 
the rope about his prisoner. 

"We must lose no time here, Mr. O'Connor." 
"Is there anything more to be clone?" 
"I do not tllilllc so. The sooner we 1)reatlie fresh 

air again the better I shall be pleasecl." 
"Ditto." 
"Suppose then we lower the bridge." 
"Let us examine into it." 
Advancing, they found the hidden rope. 
It was iouncl that by unloosening it the heavy 

plank coulcl be lowered until it rested across the 
abyss, which was done. 

The rope was left untied, and if oncc the plank 
slipped from the edge, it would drop below, the rope 
passing through the blocks a t  the end. 

"Come, go and get your wife, and-" 
"Hark! what is that?" 
Both men listened. 
Along the rocky corridor came the sound of men's 

voices, singing ancl calling. 
Mr. Grimes' face grew set and determinecl, while 

his eyes assumeci a html expression-he had the ap- 
pearance of a desperate man at buy. 

"Our escape is cut off, the brigands arc conling 
along the passage; it is fight to the last now." 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN UNDER(4EOUND E0MI:ARDMENT. 

Thus, in a breath as it was, their hopes had been 
suclclenly shattered. 

Had they been granted half an hour more time, 
in all probability they would have macle a success- 
ful escape from the bandits' den. 

l~ortunately both of them were men of action. 
Even such a c~ztnstrophe as this was not apt to 

stun them by its overwllelo~ing nature. 
"Place 1Kat-y where she will bc safe in case ihey 

fire a t  US," said Mr. Grimes. 
The two men sprang in opposite directions, one to 

look after his wife, and the othcr to prevent the 
enemy from crossing tlie bridge. 

Alreatly loud cries rang along the vaulted passap-e. 
The onrushing brigands hscl cliscovercd how mat- 

ters stood, and were intent upon reaching the plank 
bridge to cross over. 

Once they were among our friencls, no matter how 
bravely or dusperetuly the latter fought, they were 
bouilcl to be overwhelmecl by numbers. 

Mr. Grimes realized this fact. 
He had made up his miid that not one of the 

~*ascnls should cross ovcr, if he had to die at his post 
like Leoilidns at Thermopyla 

Shots sounded. 
Bullets flew about the heroic man, but Hcaven 

was kiiid, and none to~cI1ed llilll. 
He had reached the bridge. 



Bending clown hc caught the em1 of the heavy 
pank, pushing it nearer the edge. 

The leading Lrigancl sprang ulmn the britlge a t  
this instant, holcling a, nakecl knife in his haid,  his 
fierce eyes gluecl ul)on the man at whom he was 
rushing like a whirlwind. 

Mr. Griincs cleliberately made another violeilt; 
effort, and the plank slipped from the edge. 

There was a rattling of blocks, a whirring sound 
of flying ropes, cries ancl oaths. 

The wretch on the plank had been about the micl- 
dle when this occurrecl. 

Realizing the full nature of his terrible position 
he had endeavored by a tremcnclous jump to reach 
solid rock. 

The clistance was not over eight feet, nncl could 
have been overcome easily uncler ordinary circum- 
stances, but the sinking of the plank caused his foot- 
ing to be insecure, so that he came against the rocky 
wall, and went clown with the plank. 

Mr. Grimes had thus succeecletl in presenting the 
abyss between their little force aucl the enemy op- 
posed to them. 

His nest encleavor was to save himself from the 
vengeance of the bandits. 

As good luck would have it, the Inen were so 
thunderstruck at the tragic fate of thcir rlaring com- 
pa i~ io i~  that they neglectecl to take sumnlary ven- 
geance upon the enrxny. 

The yrctcnclecl private secretary was in plain view, 
a t  the time, and might l lnw been ritlcllerl with 
leatlen hail, but, talii~lg atlvantage of this moment- 
a ry  rcspite, he sprailg townrtl the ~hc l t e r  of the 
rocks. 
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Behind these he lcapecl just in time to escape the 
vengeful bullets sent after him. 

Temporarily they were safe. 
The plank liacl gone to the bottom of the black 

gulf, so there was no nlennR by which their foes 
could pass over to give them trouble. 

A new bridge could cloubtless be made, but it 
would take time. 

Meanwhile our friends had a chance to escape, if 
they could but find some rear exit. 

The great iron cloor was 011 the cletective's mind, 
but he knew it would resist all the orclinary tricks 
put into practice by safe openers. 

The success of the little artifice by means of which 
the t h e e  guards had been demoralized was fresh in 
his mind. 

I t  causecl him to think of a plan which could be 
tried upon the iron cloor. 

Returning to O'Connor he found him in the act of 
firing his gun. 

The enerny hacl conceived a daring plan by means 
of which they might lalid mcn across the abyss in 

a ion. quick rot t '  
One of them lielcl tlie rope that was fastened 

above, near the miclclle of the chasm. 
He seemecl about to run forward with it, and with 

a swing lancl on the other side, the rope acting the 
part of the pendulum. 

Should this he successful, they must shoot him 
clown, and any others who followed. 

O'Connor saw how the game could be blocked. 
He took aim, not a t  c?, man, but the rope near the 

top, where i t  was fastened. 
With the report of tlie gun the rope fell. 
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It  was a reinarlcably clever shot, and Mr. Grimes 
congratulated tho other on it. 

For the present they had no more to worry alsout. 
The brignncls retired from their exposed position 

near the etlgc of the gulf, and took up temporary 
quarters near by. 

They seemed to be in consult a t' 1011. 
Perhaps they were devising lAnns whereby the 

energetic enelny might be circumvented. 
"Looks to me like a strike-a meeting of the 

strikers to consult," said O'Connor. 
c i  Say I rather a lock-out," returued Mr. Grimes. 
More tllan O ~ I C C  a 11101111)ur of the bandit league 

would coin0 ~lowii near tllc ope~ling and slialce a 
dirty fist at the camp beyond. 

The jargon he uttered they did not ui~~ler~tai ld,  and 
as for shooting him, they were not inulinctl that way 
just a t  present. 

One fellow became so abusive and vulgar that 
O'Connor raised his gun. 

The Inan was just shaking a knife above his heact 
when Reclmoud let drive, and as the bullet struck 
the steel the weapon flew far away. 

As for the fellow himself, his grandiloquent man- 
ner vanished iina~ediutely. 

Perlmps he imagined he was mortally woundecl 
from the thrill his nerves hacl reccivecl. . 

At any rate, he bollowed lustily, auil ran for the 
spot where his noisy comlmles wcre grouped, chat- 
tering like an assemblage of magpies. 

After that they wcre n little more careful as to 
how they approached the csposed spot. 

"Look ! they are bringin5 botzrds ! " 
It  was even so. 
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Like an army halting before a river, tho brigands 
must britlge the chnsln. 

I11 plmx of pontoons they Eincl securccl some boards 
which might answer the purpose. 

Mr. Grimes was in fur keeps now, as  he understood 
that once the gulf which scparatecl them froin their 
foes was bridged over, the game would be in a cles- 
peratc conclitioii for them. 

"I'm sorry, but we'll have to shoot the poor devils 
down as  fast as  they conic on." 

O'Connor clicl not reply. 
He felt that he was tlcfending his wife, and even if 

a scorc of these wwtches had to die it was better 
thau that a hair of her head be injured. 

He was rerdy. 
Mr. Grimes hat1 been clclightcd with tlic extraor- 

dinary marksmaiwhip exhibitecl by the Irish Monte 
Clristo-he was something of a shot himself, but he 
could not hold n canclle to the sort of exhibition 
O'Connor had given. 

"Try wountling 'em fii-st. Tliey have little grit, 
and evcn a flesh wound takes them out of the fight. 
Some men it woulcl inflame to a dare-devil pitch, but 
with such chaps courage goes with the first drop of 
bloocl. " 

"Very good, sir." 
The moil bearing the I)oarcls now advanced with a 

rush and n mighty shout, others following closely 
bchincl. 

"Take the tall chap, Redmoncl. I'll look after the 
other on his left. " 

Hartlly had Mr. Griincs spolren than the two guns 
souncled, almost as one. 

Tliose a t  whom they were aimed dropped the 
boards and beat a, hasty retreat. 



A third gun sounded close by. 
Mr. Grimes turned his head, and saw the Irish 

Monte Cristo's wife with a gun in her hands. 
Her aim had been good, for one of the fellows 

limped away. 
"Bless her brave heart, she's a heroine if ever 

there lived one," thought the detective. 
These clisastrous shots had completely broken up 

the seemingly valiant attack. 
The Italians fled, leaving the boards where they 

had fallen when the shots came. 
Another assault had been repulsed. 
Our friends loacletl up again. 
Redmond O'Connor was deliglltccl to discover 

what a brave little woman his wife was, and she 
blushed under the aclmir,ztion he luvisllecl upon her. 

What would the enemy do nest? 
This question was of importance to them, but there 

was another even greater. 
What woulcl they do? 
Mr. Grimes left O'Connor on guard, while he went 

off upon some mission. 
Taking s lantern he went into the grotto, the encl 

of which was barred by the iron door a t  tho top of 
the little flight of stone stairs. 

He examined this door more critically than on the 
former occasion. 

It was apparently solid. 
Mr. Grimes made one point when he cliscoverecl 

that it opened the other way. 
He went back ancl forward several times. 
Oilce he carried quite a large canister. 
I t  containecl powder. 
Whatever he was up to he went about his prepara- 



THE IRIS11 MONTE CEISTO AEBOAD. 83 

tions with a degree of nonclinlance that was always 
a part of his character. 

Working away  inclixstriously he managed to build 
up a barrier in front of t,hc door. 

Wlien all had h e n  nrrnngccl to his complete satis- 
faction he took a smnllcr flask of powder and began 
to make a trail out of tlle small grotto. 

Finally he rejoined the others. 
The enemy were up to something, but Redmond 

had not fully guessed its nature. 
"I imagine they are building a bomb proof." 
"Gracious! what for?" 
"To shield them as they a~lvance." 
"I see. It will not work though." 
"Why not?" 
"Well, I hope we shall not be here by the time 

they get tlle battery ready." 
O'Coanor loolrecl a t  him eagerly. 
"Have you found an opening?" 
"Not yet, but I have a chancc for one." 
"I fail to understand." 
"You reinember the iron door?" 
"Yes." 
"I have arrangecl a battering ram in front of it 

that I think will burst it open." 
"Ah! I begin to comprelzend. You were laying a 

trail when I saw you approach." 
"Esnctly. That other explosion did us a good 

turn, s i i c l  I've an idea we can t ~ i r n  another to a good 
account. Here is the train just at  my hand. For 
luck I would likc your brave wifc to fire it." 

"Give me t l ~ e  ~nntch." 
"Wait. Tile esplosion will be severe. Every 

light will be esti~iguisliccl by the concussion of air, 
SO we  nus st tdi(rt tliis h i t ~ r i i  ant1 wl.ay it in an old 
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coat. Thcn all must lie flat. I do not think any 
piece of flying stone could by any possibility reach 
US here. " 

"Tell me when to set it off." 
Mr. Grimes made a few preparations. 
"Ready now." 
Katy struck the match and hcld it. 
"Touch it off, Madame Monte Cristo." 
Smiling, she applied the matoh to the powder. 
As before, a fiery serpent began to trail along the 

rocky floor, now creeping, anon rushing with im- 
petuous speed, until it vanished in the little passage 
whence Mr. Grimes had issued. 

' c C r ~ ~ ~ h  low, friencls." 
His words were drowncd in a flashing roar that 

seemed to shake the solid rook, and made a deafen- 
ing concussion in the confii~ccl space. 

Shouts of terror arose from the brigands, who 
imagined they were to be buried alive. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE LOST PILCRIMS. 

For a minute or two it seemed as though there was 
danger of such a thing occurring, the quivering 
rocks feeling ready to cave in on the daring mortals 
who had ventured to penetrate the mysterious pas- 
sages underground. 

Then the effect passed away. 
What was the result? 
Mr. Grimes produced the lantern from under the 

old garment in triumph. 
It was the only one that had survived the shock. 

Darkness complete and overpowering had come upon 
the scene, when that awful explosion occurred. 

"I will go forward." 
As he spoke Mr. Grimes made toward the spot 

where the door had been. 
Monte Cristo and his bride followed. 
When they reached the place the effects of the ex- 

plosion were seen on every hand. 
The white smoke still hung about like a curtain, 

as if loth to leave the spot. 
Pieces of rock lay around. 
One could easily see a t  a glance that some power- 

ful motor hacl been a t  work. 
As for the door, it hu i~g  upon one hinge-a great 

iron arrangement forged during the middle ages, no 
doubt-ancl hacl the appearance of a complete wreck. 

" Well done, " muttered the cletecti ve, as with con- 
siderable satisfaction he viewed his work. 

"Remarkably close figuring, sir. " 
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"Ah ! are you there, Mr. (-)'Connor. yes, n pound 
more or less of powder would have been out of the 
way. More might have brought the roof clown on 
us, less could not have accomplished the work as  I 
wanted it." 

"The way is now clear?" 
"Yes. Lend a hand here. See, we can push the 

door aside, and enter the passage. Perhaps it can 
even be shoved close again. " 

"Shall we go on?" 
"Not just yet. Let us consider. There is no im- 

mediate danger from our foes. We are n l m ~ ~ t  lo 
take a step which cannot be untlone, therefore it 
would be unwise to go into this unclertaking with 
our eyes shut." 

"Exactly SO. " 
"These catacombs are dreary passages, a11d there 

is no telling how long we may have to wancler about 
there. " 

"What you say is true." 
"Then let us go prepa~ed. Take a little food 

along, also what lanterns we can find, for I can con- 
ceive of no greater agony than being left in the dark 
in these passages. " 

The thought was enough. 
Monte Cristo shivered. 
"Anything but tho,t," he mid. with a side glance 

a t  Ilaty, who had covc3recl her face with her l~ancls 
at mention of the possibility. 

They set about carrying O L I ~  tthc suggestions of tlw 
detective, and while Mr. Grimes collected scvernl 
lanterns, together with a bottle or two of oil, Red- 
m o d  and his wifc procured from the! ~.url(a lnrtler of 
the briga~ids enough food to clo t h e ~ n  s w t ~ ~ ~ a l  meak 
at least. 



THE IliISII MONTE CRISTO ARROIY). 87 

"Are we ready now?'? he asked. 
"Wait." 
Mr. Grinzes picked up a ball of twine and a piece 

of white chalk. 
"We may have need of these. " 

The Irish Monte Cristo could not see in what 
manner they were to come in, but had faith in his 
companion's sagacity. 

All was now ready. 
A last observation was taken in the quarter where 

the brigands were. 
They had managed to rebuild tho fire with which 

they lighted up the interior, and seemed to be chat- 
t8ering over the recent strange event like a conven- 
tion of sandhi11 cranes. 

As yet they showed no signs of maldng another 
attempt to bridge the chasm. 

Having arranged everything to their complete 
satisfaction, the little party movccl forward. 

Having passed the broken iron door, they made an 
effort to restore it to the perpenclicular again. 

The result was something of a success, although . 
i t  would not withstand inuch rough treatment. 

They were now embarked upon an enterprise, the 
outcome of which no man could predict with any- 
thing like certainty. 

I t  llacl been their only hope. 
They were given no choice in the matter. 
When they had gonc a hundred paces the leader 

paused and looked around him. 
"There can be no doubt, friends, but that we are 

now lost in the regular catacombs. I do not know 
the extent of these passages-no one does. There is 
a beaten route which the guides take in bringing 
thcir parties in hero, but even they do not dare enter 

3 
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many of the side galleries that have never been ex- 
plored. " 

"Still, in wandering around we stand a chance of 
meeting one of these parties." 

"Yes, or of fincling the main gallery that will lead 
us to an outlet." 

This was some satisfaction a t  least. 
They now had a fighting Cham(?, while before, in 

the power of the brigands, there had been no show 
for them whatever. 

How gloomy it was. 
On either side the interminable walls of stone, 

arching overhead into a roof. 
Sudclenly they came to where a passage crossed 

the one they followecl. 
Which slioulcl they take?" 
There seemed no choice. 
Mr. Grimes having macle his choice took the piece 

of chalk and marked an arrow on the side of the 
passage just beyond the corner. 

Under this he put a figure 1. 
It  might be a useful fact later on to know that this 

was the first passage they had talcen. 
Again they advanced. 
Suddenly Mr. Grimes uttered an exclamation. 

O'Connor glanced h~~rriedly a t  him. 
"What is wrong?" 
"It's too bud I forgot it." 
"I don't unclerstand." 
"There was one duty neglectecl. " 
"Incleed. " 
"We tied those rascals' hands ancl feet, but we 

forgot to put a muzzle on their voices. They have, 
no doubt, ere this comrnunic,zte.d with thcir friends 
across the chasm, a i d  told them of our dcparture." 
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"Sure enough. Too bad, indeed. Where werc my 
wits that I clicl not think of that same thing?" 

"Wool-gathering, like my own, I reckon. Never 
mind, the thing has been done now, and I believe in 
the old saying that there's no use in crying over spilt 
milk. " 

"Probably they know just as little about the in- 
terior of the catacombs as we do, and if they try to 
follow will get into trouble." 

"True, it seems as if they might leave us alone if 
they know what is best for them." 

"Besides, I made sure to take or clestroy every lan- 
tern I could find, so they would think twice before 
venturing into these depths without the proper 
means of seeing. " 

"T11e guides use torches, do thev not?" 
"That is a distinction with a difference. They arc 

on regular beaten tmclcs of travels. Should such an 
acciclent occur, all they would have to clo would be 
to remain quiet until another party came along. 
They have regular hours during the day for enter- 
ing. " 

"I trust we may be fortunate enough to str',ke 
that regular passage." 

''Amen. " 
Again they moved forwarcl. 
I t  promised to be monotonous work. 
The passage they followed curved this way and 

that, following the eccentric vein of sand. 
At last they came to a place where there was a 

fork such as they 11ad seen before. 
"This looks rather familiar to me, Mr. Grimes," 

said O'Connor, in bowilclcmcnt. 
"Ditto. Suppose you stand where you are while 

I look rr,rouucl us." 
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In another minute he uttered an esclnmatioii. 
"I thought so. Here is the, arrow with the figure 

I placecl beneath it. " 
"Then we have made a complete circuit." 
"We have clone nothing less. " 
"Let us try the other 1>assage." 
"Wait until I mark it." 
They entered the o t lw  passage. 
In a certain length of time t h y  rounded ap a t  the 

same point again. 
There was one more chance. 
This time they went on, and soo:~ rcalizod that the 

peculiar turn had been left behind. 
Other troubles came. 
The passage ascended and clescenclccl. 
In places it grew so narrow that t h y  bad to clrop 

on their hands and lrnees a i d  crawl, with thoir 
hearts in their throats, so to speak, for fear lest it 
should close entirely. 

Such a catastrophe was luckily avoided. 
Anon the gallery would widen out ancl assume 

grander proportions. 
Later on they found themselves in what appeared 

to be a labyrinth of passages. 
Mr. Grimes became worried. 
He saw that mistakes now were apt to prove 

costly to the fugitive wanderers. 
They might walk a,round in this intricntc maze for 

hours, clays-yes, weeks, a i d  uot find a way out un- 
less some specific plan was acloptecl in the start which 
would be carried out. 

So, before plunging onward, the cletcctive halted, 
both to rest Katy, who showed signs of wcarint:ss, 
and at the same time decide what shoulti be their 
settled plan of actiou. 
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ITc rcnlizcrl tlml thc situation was grave, and yet 
for tllo hakc of encouraging his friends, the good 
niau put on a smiling face. 

TJn(1w ordinary circumstr~ncos 1-10 was grim and 
stoical, rarely laughing. 

Now, however, he secmcd quite merry. 
Such a inan is a friontl indeed. 
It was clecicled to keep always beating to the right, 

as the clctectivr, believed such a ooursc woulcl event- 
ually bring thein out. 

He belicvecl in systcin. 
Veteran gamesters are always looking for a sys- 

tem which, followed esactly, cven wlion affairs look 
dark, is bound to win finally. 

So in this case he believed that system. cx t' ic move- 
ment was the only thing that woulcl carry them out 
of this labyrinth. 

Katy kept up bravely. 
She did not want to let her protectors see how ut- 

torly worn out she was. 
The oppression upon her mincl was doubtless morc 

to blame for this statc of affairs tlmn any physical 
excrtioii she had made. 

Truly, she 11acl enclurecl much. 
But for the fact that hor husbaiicl was with her, 

she could ]lever have gone through half of this 
agony. 

Their future was very uncertain. 
Who could say whether they woulcl leave their 

bones in the catacombs, or find a way to reach the 
outer world. 

Forward. 
The gallerics seemed interminable. 
They crossecl and recrossed in bewildering mazes, 
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and Mr. Grimes was kept busy marking with his 
chalk on the wall. 

He watched Katy on the sly. 
His keen eye caught signs that even her husband 

failed to see. 
I t  must come. 
There was no use in deceiving themselves longer 

-they were hopelessly lost. 
"We must stop here, O'Connor." 
"It might be best. I fear Katy-" 
"Catch her, man-she faints." 
Sure enough O'Connor had a cleacl weight in his 

arms. Katy had held out as long as she could, but 
the effort had been too much. 

She must have rest, it might be hours ere she could 
again advance. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A MESSAGE FROM THE CHAMBER O F  SKULLS. 

A little water sprinkled upon the face of Monte 
Cristo's wife brought her to. 

She smiled in a wan way. 
"I am ashamed of giving up so weakly, but indeed 

I could not help it. A mist came before my eyes, 
and then all grew dark. I thought you had extin- 
guisliecl the lantern. " 

Both men protested vigorously that she had stood 
the fatigue ancl anxiety nobly, and that few of her 
sex could have Clone as well. 

Mr. Grimes was busy thinking. 
He realized that it would be hours before the 

young woman woulcl be in any coilclition to advance 
again, and time was valuable. 

Something must be clone. 
They sat there talking for a time, Katy pillowing 

her head on her husband's shoulcler. 
At length the cletective noticed that her eyes were 

shut-she slept. 
Now he could broach his scheme. 
"O'Connor, what would you say if I proposed 

leaving you and pushing on? I might find a way 
out, and bring you assistance." 

The Irish Monte Cristo took his haad, which he 
pressed warmly. 

"Whatever you think best we will do. I have the 
utmost confidence in your good judgment, Mr. 
Grimes. " 

"I shall mark my course at  every turn, so if you 



should desire to follow slowly after a time you can 
do so." 

"Go then, and Heaven g~zitlo you." 
The detective made his p r c p ~ ~ t i o n s .  
They were simple enoug1i. 
He took a small yortiom of tlw footl, aiitl onc: of lllc 

lanteras, together with a bottle of watcr and ow 
of oil for his light. 

Then he was ready. 
He pressed O'Conaor's l~anil, gave olic lest look 

into Katy's fair face, and then turning, strode down 
tho gallery. 

Many strange things would happen erc these 
friends came together again. 

Mr. Grimes knew not the meaning of the word 
"fatigue"--hc could trump all (lay and bc quite fresll 
a t  the end. 

He knew the uncertain task lie had before him, 
and pursued his way resolutely, clotormincd to ac- 
complish the duty if it lay in the power of hmnan 
being to do it. 

He put things out of his mind that brought un- 
pleasant thoughts. 

There was no change. 
The same bewildering innzc of passages kept bc- 

fore him, and he continuecl to push to the right, be- 
lieving in his system. 

Nor did he forget to leave the chalk mark as he 
went along, to guide his friend shoulcl the other at- 
tempt to follow him. 

Time passed on. 
More than once he came up011 his own marks, and 

changed them. 
Thus, aiiy one comillg after would be taken over 

a much shorter route than his own, 
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He coi-~sjtle~.ecl that he must have tramped miles 
since passing the slmtter-ad iron dux-. 

I t  seemed incredil)le that one could go SO far and 
yet not strike the beaten path of travel. 

While lle was following :.a narrow passage it sucl- 
cledy clebouchecl into a uhumber. 

No sooilcr hat1 the tlotective entered it than he 
gave a low cry of horror. 

It was a chamber of cleatll. 
Human bones were fastened to the walls in every 

coilccivable design. A pyramid of human skulls 
had been artistically built in the midtlle of the apart- 
ment. I t  fornied an arch. One oould walk uilcler it. 

Thcrs were the remains of I~uatlreds, perhaps 
thousancls of the early Christians who had sought 
shclter in the passages dug by slave labor, when the 
rulers of Rome persecuted tho church. 

Loolsing a t  t h w  ~ncmcwtocs of the past, the old 
detective could not but think of the trials that beset 
true believers in tliose tlnys. 

Well had sturdy old Paul declared : 
"They werc stoaecl, t h y  were sawn asunder, were 

tempted, were slain with the s w o ~ d ;  they wandered 
about in sheepskins a d  goat skins, being destitute, 
afflicted, tormented-of whom the world was not 
worthy-they wandered in deserts and in inountsins, 
and in dens ant1 caves of the earth." 

Here had they died, and their bones, kept by the 
peculiar dry air of the subterranean passages uilcler 
Rome, rernaii~ to this day a monument of their heroic 
fidelity to the truth. 

As he gazed upon the scene the cletective nntu- 
mlly felt something of awe c r c q  over him. 

I t  was strange to be in the presence of the dead- 
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to look upon thesc relics of the ceiituries that had 
gone long ago. 

As he walked arounrl his eyes sudclenly rested 
upon a sight that caused a new sensation to creep 
over him. 

Among the bones he saw a complete skeleton. 
Tatters of clothing still clung to it. 
Mr. Grimes shuddered. 
He realized that this was undoubtedly the mortal 

remains of some wretched man who, years before, 
hacl become lost in the labyrinth of passagcs, and 
wandered into this sepulcher to die, leaving his 
bones along with those which had lain here for cen- 
turies. 

Would such a fate be his? 
What of the devoted couple left behind? 
Bentling still closer he saw something clutchccl 

tightly in the bony llantl of the figure. 
I t  was a piece of payer or cardboard. 
Mr. Grimes took it. 
He saw writing there, pale, and yet evidently done 

with a sharp-pointed stick, thrust in red fluid. 
I t  was blood. 
He read the message of the dead: 

"IN THE CATACOMES, Sept., 1SS3. 
"My name is Richard Hillycr, of  Eristol, England. 
"I foolishly enteruil this desolate region without a 

guide, and must pay for my temerity with my life. 
Heaven alone knows how long I have I,ecn wantler- 
ing here-my head grwws dizzy at the tllouglit, a i d  
my leqs arc: swollen with wnlking round ant1 round. 
Four clifferelit times I have reached this room of the 
deatl. I t  shall be my 1)urial ihce .  I can go no fur- 
tllcr. I am starving for. a tirink of water. I fear my 
brain must soon give wn,y. If this is ever fount1 
wilj the bc:l,rer Itintlly scnti ~ t ,  with pa~.ticulw,s of tlie 
finding of my botly, to Mrs. Riclmd Iiillycr, Bristol, 
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and let it assure her that in this. my hour of doom, 
I forget and forgive all the diff'erences that drove 
me from my home. 

"Signed, RICHARD HILLYER. ?' 

And there he had died 
Mr. Grimes reverently put the card into his pocket. 
Something flushing on the skeleton hand attracted 

his attention, and he saw it was a magnificent dia- 
mond ring, with a stone a t  least four carats in size. 

He reverently removed it. 
Inside he saw an inscription : 
"From Rachel to Richard, Dec. 25, 1S80." 
"She will be glad to receive this if living. Here 

is his watch, too. I will keep them for her." 
He soon turned away. 
The sight was anything but pleasant to the man 

threatened with the same fate. 
If Richard Hillyer had left this chamber of the 

skulls four times, and on every occasion brought up 
there again, what chance was before him now? 

And yet he was reasonably sure that there must 
be an opening somewhere. 

Mr. Grimes walked all arouncl the place. 
He surveyed each passage-way closely. 
That wonderful intelligence of his caused him to 

have a bright thought. 
If there was a single passage leading to this cham- 

ber it must have been trodden by thousands and tens 
of thousands in those days of old. 

Water, constantly dripping, will wear away a 
stone. 

The rock was not like flint or granite. 
Surely all this movement for years must have left 

its marks upon the surface. 
He got down a t  each passage and examined. 



Sure enough, he came to onc! which was not so 
wide as some of the others, 'but the stone flooring 
was uncloubteclly worn by sliufning feet. 

Mr. Grimes was pleased. 
If he coulcl only follow this to the end, 
He went about it quickly. 
For the time being he forgot to use his chalk. 
I t  was a mistake lie deeply regretted later on. 
The trail was plain for a time. 
He followed it with the pertinacity of a hound. 
Then perhaps a strata of liarder rock was struck, 

for 110 coulcl not see the wearing away. 
Still he went on. 
Turning from one passage to another, he once 

more marked the corners. 
I t  began to claze him. 
He was weary, both brain and body, 
If this thing was to leer, up much longer he fearecl 

that he woulcl be reduced to the conclition of poor 
Richard Hillyer, 

True, he had meat and clrinlc still, but the many 
hours he had passed without proper rest, and breakli- 
ing the musty air that pervadetl these stl.aiige gal- 
leries under Rome, had an effect upon him. 

Slowly but steadily he was losing strength, and 
even his deterlninecl milicl lmcl begmi to feel creep- 
ing on that terrible dizziness which assails those 
who are lost a long time uniler the earth, caused, no 
doubt, by poisonous gases they inhale. 

What woulcl be the end? 
He several times found it necessary to sit clown 

and rest himself. 
Never, in all his experience had the cletective gone 

through such n spell as this. 



Hours had elapsed siiicth his parting with Monte 
Cristo and his wife. 

He did not know that he was any closer to the 
goal he sought. 

All was blackiless in front. 
Ollce in a, while sornetliing would happen to arouse 

his hopes. 
Every time it had been oiily to have them sink 

again into gloom. 
Sturdily he pushed on. 
He had gone five miles to accomplish one. 
This was not all. 
In places he hacl to lower hinlself a t  a point where 

the passage made a sudden clescent, the old time 
ladders used having long since rotted away and 
vanished utterly. 

Then again he had to climb other places. 
Difficulties seemed to increase. 
Any ordinary man wo~~lcl have been driven dis- 

tracted by the impotence of a11 buman effort, and 
perhaps lain down to die. 

Mr. Grimes hacl not yet reached that point. 
He surmounted these ilifficulties one by one. 
His manner could only be likened to the bull dog, 

which, once his grip is fastened upon an  object, 
holds on to the death. 

Until he fell, Mr. Grimes would push on. 
His motto was before him ; it seemed, in blazing 

letters, spurring him on. 
" ATil ~ E O S ~ C I W I K ~ ~ .  " 

Again a slight hope came, but he had been de- 
ceived so often that he would not let it gain too 
strong a hold on him. 

The passage he follonretl hacl debouched into a 
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broad one, and there was every appearance that this 
had been well trodden. 

It  was almost pitiful to see the strong man pick 
up the burned stub of a torch, and fasten his eyes 
eagerly upon it. 

To him it meant much. 
Human beings had passed this way, avoiding the 

many passages around as though they were pits of 
destruction, as indeed they hacl proved to be in the 
case of a t  least one wretched being. 

Staggering along this, Mr. Grimes suddenly be- 
came aware that there was a light far ahead. 

He hid his own lantern in the folds of his coat, 
and then strained his bloodshot eyes eagerly. 

"Heaven be praised-saved a t  last ! " 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE BTRANQE HAND OF FATE. 

The parties advanced. 
A new fear had arisen in the mind of the detec- 

tive; could it be possible that these were some of 
the brigands searching the passages? 

Well, he could die fighting, and that was much 
more to his taste than the fate that had overtaken 
the poor wretch whose remains lay in the chamber 
of skulls. 

First of all he concealecl his lantern. 
He carried one of the revolvers-the guns had long 

since been thrown away because they were so cum- 
bersome to the weary pilgrims. 

Taking up a position behind a rock he waited. 
Hope fought with uncertainty in his brea,st. 
Now one and then another was on top. 
Presently he was enabled to see that there were 

only four persons in the party. 
Those in the lead, bearing lighted torches and 

other burdens, were doubtless the guides. 
Behind them came a young boy and a lady. 
The latter was dressed in black-she made the de- 

tective think of a nun. 
It mattered not who they were. 
He was saved. 
Joy ~ulspeal~hle.  
In this moment of trnnsport, be it to his eternal 

credit that his first thought was of the two friends 
he had left far behind. 



102 THE IIiISH MONTE CTtTS'I'O ARROAD 

The reaction was too much. 
As the tourists approachecl, Mr. Grimes moved 

toward them, holding out his hancls. 
The guides recoiled with csclamations of fear, bn- 

lieving him to be a spirit. 
"Stand your grouncl; don't you see. cowarcls, it 

is only a man like yourselves, some poor devil, per- 
haps, who has been lost in this place." 

The boy's resolute bearing awed the guides. 
Mr. Grimes came up. 
"What you say is true. I have been wandering 

about here for hours, and have two friends, a gen- 
tleinan and his wife, miles back in there. We must 
go to their rescue a t  once." 

"But you are in 110 condition." 
"That does not matter. A load is taken from my 

mind, and I feel----" 
He did not finish the sentence, falling down like a 

log in front of the sad-faced lacly. 
For the first time in his life Obed Grimes had 

faintecl. 
When he again opened his eyes he looked arouncl 

him in astonishment. 
He lay upon a lounge. 
The apartment was evidently a privatc parlor in 

a hotel in Rome. 
Mr. Grimes was bewildered. 
He could not tell just then whether he was in 

Africa or Mew Zealand. 
Not a familiar object met his eye to bring back 

the flood of memory. 
While he was yet blinking, as the sunlight daz- 

zled his eyes somewhat, a woman's skirts rustled, 
and a lacly in black bent over him. 

"You have recoverecl, sir, thank Heaven." 
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At sight of her, it all rushed upon his inincl. 
He covered his face with his hands. 
A groan broke from his lips. 
"You are saved, good sir. This is a room in a 

hotel near the ontrance to the catacombs. We had 
you carried here." 

"Saved, but they are lost," he groaned. 

"You think of your friends?" 
"Yes.)' 
"Ah! there are inany who have gone illto those 

black mazes ncver to come out." 
She sighed as she speke. 
Nr. Grimes clevelopecl a suclclen energy. 
"But I will not leave thein to perish. Money shall 
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flow like water. T will have a hmdrecl guides search 
ing; every corner of that infernal unclergrouud wil- 
derness. They must be founcl. " 

The lady put her hand on hiin to quiet his furious 
enthusiasm. 

"I respect your grief, a i d  am sorry that I cannot 
bid you hope, but hours have passed since yo~z were 
found-it is near evening now. The friends you 
mourn may not have survived the odors of those 
horrible passages." 

"No, no, say not so. They had food, water, light. 
Both were young and enthusiastic. Love alone 
would prolong their existence. I must lose 110 more 
time, but gather guides to penetrate the mysteries of 
that unclerground city, and find the brave Monte 
Cristo and his lovely wife." 

He was about to arise, when for the second time 
she gently checked him. 

"Grant me a few minutes. First, friends of yours 
were here inquiring for you." 

"Friends-I have none in Rome. " 
"The first one was a broad-shoulderecl giant, a 

man of laughing eye and yellow hair. 1 should say 
he was an Irishman-his name was Qrattan." 

"Ah ! he has arrived then. What lucky chance 
sent him here?" 

"He was stopping at the hotel, and saw you car- 
ried in by our guides." 

"Where is he now?" 
"My son Richard told him how we had founcl you, 

and what you had said regarding others lost in the 
catacombs. He immediately rushed off to procure 
guides, and begin the search for them." 

"Useless-useless. I alone possess the clew that 
leads to their whereabouts. " 
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"So I supposed, but hc was like wild-fire-these 
impulsive Irishmen generally act so." 

"Is this all, maclam?" 
"No, harclly hail he gone when others came and 

inquired about you. T h y  seemed to know your 
name, and when they heard about those you had 
left behind they, too, hurried away. I presumcd they 
went for guides. " 

Mr. Grimes looked around. 
"What were they like-how many?" 
"Three of them came in here, but Richard said 

there w,zs another outside. They looked like 
brothers, and I judged thein to be foreigners, for 
their skin was brown and their hair black a s  a Span- 
iard's. " 

What mockery of fate was this? 
Why should these men of blood discover him at 

the time when he was helpless and unable to throw 
them off the trail? 

It was cruel. 
Still, he smiled grimly a s  he reflected that they, 

too. would be unable to accomglish anything in the 
mazes of the catacombs. He alone held the clews to 
lead one to Monte Cristo. 

"Now, madam, you will let me go?'' 
"I intend a,ccompanying you, sir, with my son and 

our faithful guides." 
Mr. Grimes lookecl uneasy. 
He did not ~ulderstancl what this meant. 
"The journey will be a hard one, maclam. We 

may even encounter all manner of dangers. " 
"I can staucl them, sir. There is a powerful motive 

that urges me on. My son and I have no t  enterec! 
the catacombs of Rome through the mere curiosity 



106 THE IllISB MONTE CEISTO ADROAD. 

that urges so many on. We had a sncretl mission 
to perform." 

Mr. Grimes was too much taken up with his own 
troubles just then to pay inilcll heed to those of any 
one else. 

He arose. 
Suddenly he clapped his hand to his side, anct 

turned pale, as he noted the absence of somrthing. 
"Madam, do you know whether anything was 

taken from my person by your guides?" 
"I had them look to see if we coulcl find a clew to 

your identity. Are these the things you miss?'' and 
she pointed to the table. 

There he saw the ciiamoild ring and watch wllic*ll 
he had taken from the skeleton. 

"Those are the articles. I took them from the rc.- 
mains of a poor wretch who had doubtless been lost 
there years ago." 

The lady in black covered her eyes with her hands, 
and sank into a chair. 

At this the boy strode forward. 
Mr. Grimes began to see there was the band of 

fate in this thing after all. 
The young fellow was a bright-faced 1x1, with a 

clear eye, and Mr. Grimes liked him. 
"What does this mean, young man?" 
"Just this, sir. My htlier disappeared some years 

ago, and we coulcl get no trace of him uiltil lately, 
when an  acq~~aintance describecl how he met llim in 
Rome, just about to do a rash act, such as  only an  
obstinate Englishman would do-cnter the &a- 
combs without a guide. We came Bere, and Iearaetl 
that he Ilad never been lalown to come out again. 
Imagine my mother's ovcrwl~e!;ning aninzeulsnt 
when we found you carried his watch and ring upon 
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yam. person. Tell us what you know of this matter. 
I beg." 

"Then you are Richard Hillyer's son?" 
"I am." 
"The remains of your father have louilcl a tomb in 

the I ~ x ~ r t  of the catacombs." 
"Spe;k further." 
"Held i11 the l~oiiy hand of the skeleton I found 

this cartl. It will explain all." 
He handed the object to the boy, who eagerly 

read every line aloud, while the widow sat a,s if 
made of stone, her cold lips whispering. 

"It is from my Richarcl-he forgives." 
Mr. Grimes was pleasecl to be rid of the keep-sakes 

so speedily. 
At the same time he did not forget that he had 

business of his own to attend to. 
"You will let me go now, maciain. I am a thou- 

sand times obliged for your kinclness." 
"Prove it, then," said the boy. 
"How can I?" 
"By leading us to the spot mhere you found these 

things. I t  must be on your way." 
Mr. Grimes consiclerecl. 
What young Hillyer had said was true. 
It would not take him out of his way should he 

leacl thein to the chamber of skulls. 
They had come a long way to fiilcl all that was 

mortal of Richard Hillyer., and give his remains 
burial in the old family plot in England. 

Besides, they had possibly saved his life. 
He turned around. 
"I am quite wi!ling to do so7 upon cnnclition that, 

you do not retard my movements. With me human 
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lives are a t  stake-your object could await a later 
and more convenient season. " 

"We will not be a drag upon you, clepencl on it." 
"The way is rough. I shall have to carry a short 

ladder along. I was thinking of your mother-she 
is a lady, you know." 

"But an English woman throughout, used to long 
walks and climbing mountains. We must go with 
you, sir. Pray say no more." 

She had entirely recovered, and showecl surprising 
agility and determination in preparing for the trip 
which she was about to undertake. 

Mr. Grimes soon found himself ready to enter the 
underground passages again. 

He had ~;wallowecl a hasty meal, while the heacl 
guide whom lie had selected, was gathering a troop 
of half a dozen men to enter. 

He promised them double pay if they obeyed all 
orders without a murmur. 

As the detective looked then1 over he saw that the 
men were a poor lot, loud boasters, but cowardly by 
nature, and superstitious. 

The leading guide was the only bold man of the 
crowd, and upon him the detective believed he could 
depend in an emergency. 

The widow and her little company were on hancl, 
resolute enough, and only anxious to brave the 
dangers that had been so fatal to their loved one 
years before. 

"Have you the ladder, Antonio?" 
"Si, signor," pointing to one of the men who car- 

ried the article in question. 
Mr. Grimes looked at  his watch. 
It was just twenty-three minutes past five. 
He had found out the time of the others. 
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Tom Grattan, with n guide, had pl~mgecl into the 
catacombs at  three, and the avengers of the Peru- 
vian Incas a t  just four twenty. 

"Prom an hour to an hour and a half the start, but 
they do not hold the secret. I do." 

Then he waved his hancl. 
"Forward, Antonio-into the gallery." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

TO THE RESCUE. 

The expedition started under very peculiar cir- 
cumstances, ancl yet Mr. Grirnea had abundual; 
reasons to hope for success. 

The handful of guides, nine in all, counting those 
belonging to the widow, were apt to Imow all the 
side galleries of the labyrinth as well ah any living 
person coulcl be acquainted with them. 

Besides they went prepared to navigate the pas- 
sages, having many balls of twine to be unrolled as 
they aclvanc*ecl deeper. 

Then there were the marks the detective had left 
on the walls whenever he came to a corner. 

Altogether the chances seeinecl favorable to the 
accoinplishment of the object in view. 

One thing Mr. Grimes did not like. 
He coulcl not, of course. tell whether i t  would 

bring them ill-luck or not. 
This was the presence of the thugs. 
They hacl plunged into the catacombs with guides, 

looking for Reilmoncl O'Connor. 
The chances of meeting were perlmps not more 

than one in a thousancl. 
Still, it might be. 
Strange things often occur. 
I t  made the olcl cletclctive exceedingly uneasy to 

think of leaving O'Cunnor there alone to face these 
men who sought his life. 

Such a meeting. ~miler the circumstances, would 
be romantic am1 possibly tragic. 
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O'Counor would fight to the death, as  he hacl his 
young wife to protect. 

Such thoughts as these flashed into the mind of the 
old detective as  he 1.lurrietl along. 

The party was well supyliecl with torches, and 
everything thtzt seemed aeecled. 

If they failed it must be from some other cause. 
Although Mr. Grimes7 thoughts were taken up to 

a great extent with O'Connor ancl his perilous situa 
tion, he clicl not neglect other things. 

Watching the guides, he soon became convinced 
that the half clozen whom Antonio hacl selected were 
indeed a poor lot. 

They seemed to have combined. 
Every little while they would have their heads 

together, as if laying a plan by means of which 
their employer might be mulcted out of more cash. 

Mr. Grimes looked for trouble. 
It came. 
They had just I-eached the point where Obed 

Grimes had issued from the side passage and en- 
tered upon the n l a h  one. 

He knew from several different circumstances 
that they were near it, and hence kept his eyes on 
the alert. 

Presently he saw his mark-the white arrow. 
I t  was a t  the mouth of a gallery. 
Here then was the actual beginning of their jour- 

ney, which must cover much ground. 
We have seen how the detective wandered over 

much useless ground in seeking an  exit. 
As he had remedied this in changing his marks, 

they .would not have to waste such time. 
All seemed ready for the forward move when the 

half dozen, guides suddenly rebelled. 
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They refused to advance. 
Signs of escitement could be seen among them. 
Antonio stormed and entreated. 
Threats and entreaties were alike treated. 
The men were sullen. 
Mr. Grimes grew impatient. 
He called Antonio to him. 
" What has gone wrong?" 
"My men have rebelled." 
"Why?' 
"They claim that this passage is known as  Satan's 

Own, on account of the pitfalls and traps that 
abound in it-that it is taking their lives in their 
hancls to enter. " 

"But I came through it alone." 
"Just SO, signor. ' 
"Is this the true reason of their action?" 
"No, signor. " 
"They want more money?" 
"Exactly, signor. " 
"What shall I do, Antonio?" 
"Discharge the whole lot. Hire the two guides the 

signora has ; they are good men. " 
"Can we get on without this rabble?" 
Antouio shrugged his shoulders. 
"I will carry the ladder, the others can look after 

the torches. We will do well, fear not." 
Mr. Grimes turned upon the six guides, who had 

been eagerly watching the conversation. 
"Clear out !" 
He drew his revolver and aimed a t  the leader, 

while he waved his hand authoritatively. 
A~tonio,  a t  the same time, snatched their burdens 

from them, and quickly gave them to understand 
that the signor was furious - he had discharged 



them, anrl would have their lives if they were not 
gone fro111 sight immediately. 

This scaretl the cowartls. 
They saw they had ltillecl the goose that laid the 

golclen eggs for them. 
In their alarm they alinost tuinblctl over each 

other, such was their eagerness to get away from 
the furious looking American, who seemecl ready to 
shoot them down in cold blood. 

When the recreant guicles had departed, those who 
were left had a little consultation. 

The two men hired by the widow were made of 
goocl material, anc1 woulcl stick. 

Antonio announced to them that if they remainecl 
faithful the goocl signor woulcl give to each a 11aad- 
some present of ten florins, pcrhaps twenty, in acl- 
dition to their. pay from the M y .  

All seemed well. 
A new distribution of the Lurdens took place. 
There were six of them in all now-three guicles, 

just one for cach member of the party. 
I t  was quite enough. 
The wonder was that they liacl ever deemed it 

necessary to have such an  unwielcly crowd. 
There being nothing else to delay them, the party 

pushed forward. 
Mr. Grimes found that one of the letly's guicles 

could speak good English, a i d  as they aclvancecl he 
entered into conve~-sation. 

He learned several things of interest. 
Both Tom Grattan and the leader of thc four dnrlc- 

facer1 gentlemen hael talked with him, and left 
money in his palm. 

To both he h i d  given information, never clream- 
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ing but what these parties were friencls of the sig- 
nor's, anxious to find the lost ones. 

To each in turn he h a d  descAwtl the place of 
meeting, and giveu directions by means of which 
they could find the passage out of whidi the detcc- 
tive had evidently issued. 

This news was of importance to him. 
He could unclerstancl n o ~ v  tlmt these other two 

parties had not started into the lnmt in a haphazard 
way, but with system. 

One thing Mr. Grimes feared. 
Could they have noticed tllc chalk mark? 
If so would they take it for grantccl tlmt 110 had 

made it, and look for others? 
The thought worriecl him. 
If Tom Grsttan came up with O'Coiinor, his 

powers of tlefense would be increased. but those rle- 
tenniaetl men in gray were upon the trail, like so 
many bloodl~ounds. 

Undoubteclly events were shaping themselves for 
a very peculiar conclition. 

I t  was the toss of a die whcther O'Connor might 
be saved or lost. 

To Mr. Grimes it was strange to t l~ ink  that his 
anxiety clicl not seem to follow the same channel it 
had. 

Up to i ~ o w  he had been worried lest they might 
not be able to find the lost onc\s. 

Now he was anxious lest some one else might have 
found them before. 

They made good progress. 
The widow showed no signs of fatigue. 
As she lmcl rlecla,red, she was acc:ustomec1 to climb- 

ing mountains, mcl going upon long tramps. 
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Mr. Grimes could not but adinirc her pertiilacity 
and po-\17ers of endurance. 

He took into considoration the mission that had 
brought 11 el. here. 

I t  was a snci-etl one, mtl  llacl given her additional 
strength for thc effort. 

So far the chalk marks upon the wall had not cle- 
ceivecl t h i n .  

Every step took them nearez. 
The guides worked faithfully, and performed their 

several duties as  men shoalcl. 
Mr. Grimes was constantly on the watch. 
He looked for signs of those who had possibly 

passed along ahead of them. 
For soine time he tliscovererl none. 
Then he found where an attempt 11:~cl been made 

to rub out his chalk mark, a i d  which had failed be- 
cause it would not give way. 

This told hiin something. 
The thugs were ahead. 
No one else woulcl have drenmecl of doing this 

thing, but they had a motive in  view. 
Believing the old cletcctive woulcl follow, they had 

tried to dcceive him into making a mistake, and 
taking the wrong route. 

He saw from this that he must keep his eyes open 
or he might make a mistake. 

The luckiest thing he Icnew of was the fact that 
the thugs did not possess a piece of chalk, or they 
woulcl soon have coufns~cl. him, a s  did Ali Baba's 
maid in the Forty Thieves, by marking every door 
with the same s i p .  

Before dccitling which'way to turn, whenever they 
came to il p,int w l i ( ~ i ~ >  thv passages crossed, hs stud- 
ied the sitnation with  giwxt care. 
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Better to lose a little time than make a mistake 
that wodcl be serious, incleecl. 

Strange to say, Mr. Grimes did not seem to feel 
fatigue. 

His short visit to the upper worlcl, the meal he hatl 
taken, and, above all, the chance of saving tllosc 
whoin he regarded so highly, appeared to h a v u  
mu& a new man out of the old. 

He stepped forward as briskly as a man half his 
age might have clone, and there was a determina- 
tion in his movements that gave him the aspect of 
a leader among men. 

The guitles looked upon him with respect. 
They could meekly follow such a man, for on this 

occusioil their name of guides was certainly a mis- 
nomer, as it was Mr. Grimes who ditl all the direct- 
ing, while they came behind to carry the torches 
and ladder. 

Mr. Grimes made new marks in a place where or- 
dinary eyes would not see them. 

He (lid not want to be lost again in this lal,yrinth, 
in case the thugs should attempt to play any trick 
upon them. 

They had seen no signs of n light ahead. 
This was pretty good eviclence that those in ad- 

vance were well in. 
Mr. Grirnes saw things in a different light now 

from what he had clone before. 
Then he was alone and with the almost certain 

prospect of death before him. 
Now he had company, and could make sure of 

fincliug the way out. 
The bats that flew arouncl were wild with excite- 

ment, for their retreat had nevcr before been thus 
invaded by inen with lights. 
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They clartecl about, sometilrlcs by scores, large ant1 
small. 

Some even mscle at  the torch bearers, and at  times 
quite a lively engagelnent ensued, the guitles whack- 
ing away with their torches at  the assaulting ver- 
min of the air. 

Rats were seen, too. 
They found sequestered lionles in the dark pas- 

sages, and no doubt had means of reaching the 
old Roman houses that stood above. 

Unminclful of these things, Obed Grimes led his 
little band forward. 

When they came to one of the places where the 
gallery took a suclden dip or ascent, the ladder was, 
of course, brought into play. 

Those who had gone before had of necessity no 
choice but to climb up or clamber dowil these places, 
just as Mr. Grimes had done in his first trip over 
this route. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A ROYAL RATTLE I N  THE CATACOMBS. 

Time passecl. 
They had gone over considerabe ground, and Mr. 

Grimes knew from certain marks he had i~lacle on 
the walls that they must be drawing near the aham- 
ber where the lmws of the early Christians lay. 

This encouraged him. 
Soon they would look upon the spot that was a 

Mecca to the pilgrim widow tmil her boy. 
Nearer a i d  nearer they clrew. 
"We are there. " 
As Mr. Grimes spoke he led the way into the 

Chainber of Horrors. 
In another minute the widow and her boy were 

mingling their tears over all that was mortal of the 
husband a i d  father. 

Mr. Grimes respected t.heir grief, but he had stem 
busiuess ahead. 

"Maclum, you will remain here until we return. I 
trust it will be soon," he said. 

She bowed her head without looking up. 
Thus the mourning couple were left with their 

deacl. 
The real business now began. 
They hurried onward. 
Even the three yuicles llacl in a measure partaken 

of the excitement of the hour. and labo~wl with a 
zeal hitherto unlanown. 

When they caa1ne to a, tlrsc.ri~t tlle lachlw was 



TIIE IlilSII RIONTE CEISTO ABROAD. 11'3 

quickly clroppetl into position, and then one after 
another they descencletl to tho new level. 

Once inom forward. Every step took them 
nearer the scene. 

When he came to think it over, Mr. Grimes did 
not believe O'Couno~- could have re,zc.liecl the Cham- 
ber of Horrors. 

13s wife woulcl be unable to ascelld and descend 
these strange places where the level changed so ab- 
ruptly, besides it was cloubtful whether he would 
make much of an  effort, relying upon his companion 
entirely to rescue them. 

Straining his eyes, the man loolcecl for signs ahead 
that woulcl indicate thc presence of human beings 
in the drift. 

His anxiety grew apace. 
The closer they drew to the point the more hc be- 

came aorltecl up over it. 
Could it be possible the thugs llncl clone their work? 
Would he cliscorer brave O'Connor and his heau- 

tiful wife, only Ioclcecl in the nrlns of the grim mon- 
ster who ruled these solitucles-cleath? 

Although he encleavorecl to banish this thought 
from his mind he found it well nigh impossible to 
clo so. 

I t  was like a weight resting upon his spirits. 
The ghost would not clown. 
Hark ! 
A peculiar boonling sound calm to their ears. 
It was like thnnder. 
Mr. Grimcs shut his teeth llarcl together, while 

fire seenml to flash froin his eyes. 
He ltnew full well that it was not th~mder.  
Powcler esplocled ill n confined space would cause 

just such a booming report. 
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Some one had fired a shot. 
Knowing what lay aheacl, the detective could 

easily guess what was up. 
O'Connor was armed with a revolver, and he was 

now defending himself against cnemies. 
Who these latter were remained a matter of some 

speculation, but the choice lay between two sources. 
One of these he counted as  the thugs, and the 

other the brigands. 
They increased their pace. 
At the same time they became cautious. 
Should a light appear ahead, it was their intention 

to extinguish their own means of illumination, so 
that they might creep up on the other parties un- 
noticed. 

Another report. 
This time succeeded by shouts. 
How strange they sounded in that underground 

passage, with the vaulted roof overhead. 
Weird and unearthly, indeed. 
I t  was as though a legion of demons from the re- 

gions below had taken it upon themselves to engage 
in a combat here. 

Still forward pressed the resolute detective. 
His three companions looked at him and seemed to 

gather courage from his aspect. 
He had taken an inventory of their weapons be- 

fore leaving the chamber of skulls. 
It was found that all of them possessed knives, but 

only Antonio carried a revolver. 
Mr. Grimes was glad that even one of them should 

be in a condition for battle. 
He meant to take part in tho abair, whatever the 

situation might be. 
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Eeing ahead of the torch-bearer, his eyes were not 
dazzled by the light. 

Hence he coulcl see ahead. 
Signs of a light appearecl. 
When sure of this Mr. Grimes turned 311ci ordered 

the torch extinguished. 
Now they could see the light ahead better than be- 

fore, and there could be no mistaking the character 
of it. 

Around a bencl which they would soon reach a 
torch was burning. 

Advancing, they soon reached the point where 
they could see. 

To the surprise of the detective he founcl the uas- 
sage filled with men. 

They seemed to be engaged with some force be- 
yond the range of his vision. 

He was not long kept in ignorance of the true 
situation, for he recognized in these men the bri- 
gands with whom they had been engaged earlier. 

How came they here? 
It was easy to spec~zlate, and doubtless he hit upon 

the truth in thus guessing. 
Endeavoring to follow the fugitives through the 

intricate passages they l m l  also become lost, and 
wandered about for many hours. 

Eventually they reached this point, and had becn 
brought into conflict with some parties unknown. 

These latter must either be the thugs, Tom Qrat- 
tan and his guide, or else O'Collnor. 

Uncloubtedly the situation was a peculiar one, and 
a t  the moment Mr. Grimes was a t  a loss how to pro- 
ceed. 

Of course his aim was to benefit his friends, but 
the question arose as to how this could be clone. 
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He thought it a11 over. 
One thing was sure-so long as these men re- 

mainecl in the way it wns certain that the rescue of 
O'Counor coulcl not be effected. 

They must be clisgcrsecl. 
How? 
That the brigands were cowards he had reason to 

believe from his past espcrience. 
They would uncloubterlly bo high teued half to 

death if an  attack was made in tllcii- rear. 
Was it policy? 
He believed so. 
Turning to Antonio, he gave him clirections how to 

act. 
The other was surl)risecl, but he mlclerhotl what 

was needed, and impressed ~lpou his Fellow guides 
the necessity for ~nucli  noise. 

"Ready, Antonio ! " 
As far as  they coulcl see, there was about a baker's 

clozen of the brigands in view, a l t l~vt~gh of course 
there might be more of them arouiul the  caoraer out 
of view. 

It was not Mr. GI-imes' desire to kill any of the 
rascals, he believed the end c.uultl be nttn.iaetl as 
well in another way. 

Sometimes a scare is just as effective. 
Hence he had given instructions to Antuilio to 

aim low and not do any ilnmage. 
"Fire !" 
The guides had their orders. 
As soon as  Antonio ant1 the old detective clis- 

charged their wcapons all set up a most terrific 
shouting that made the passage ring. 

It was enough to te~arify a brave man, let done  
a cowardly nature. 
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The brigands seemed petrified with astonishment 
or terror. 

They could not move apparently. 
When the seconil tljsc.harp came, accompanied 

with yells even more terrific than before, one of 
them silrttclzecl 11;) a, torch and bo~uicled down the 
side passage with the speed of a deer. 

As if this was a signal, the balmice made a break 
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after him: and soon the whole gang had disappeared 
from view. 

Thus their object hacl been attained without the 
loss of a single life. 

Our friends advanced. 
Who were beyond? 
Mr. Grimes called aloud: 
LcO'Connor ! " 
Only the echoes came back. 
A strange fear crept to his heart; it did not seem 

possible that the foes of the brigands coulcl have been 
Monte Cristo and his friend. 

Again he called : 
"O'Connor ! Grattan, are you there?" 
As before, the echoes moclred him, but no reply 

came to his question. 
A huge bat, much like a vampire, swept by his 

head with vengeful fury, and, turning in its flight, 
came back straight a t  him. 

Mr. Grimes, quick as lightning, leveled his ready 
revolver, ancl with wonclerful skill, shot the bat 
down. 

Antonio and his comracles gaped in wonder. 
Mr. Grimes ha.d now come to the conclusioil that 

those in front must be the thugs. 
He was eager to push on. 
These men were in the way, and if they suffered 

it would be their fault, not his. 
Again he led his men on. 
They passed the spot where the brigands had held 

out. 
As yet there was no interruption. 
When they hacl gone on some thirty yards a shot 

suddenly sounded. 
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The bullet, whizzed past the head of the man who 
carried the torch. 

With admirable presence of mind he immediately 
threw hiinself upon his face. 

The torch lay upon the rock. 
Mr. Grimes deliberately put his foot on it, and 

clarkness fell upon the scene. 
At any rate they now knew what they hacl to deal 

with, and felt relieved 
There are times whd1 anything is better than un- 

certainty, for men cannot form plans when they do 
not know the powers opposed to them. 

Mr. Grimes gave his onlers, and they began to ad- 
vance through the clarkness. 

Knowing the character of those opp secl to them, 
Mr. Grimes told his leading mail that in case they 
were beset, he was to fire to Bill. 

The case hacl become desperate. 
When it is life against life any man has the right 

to do his level best. 
We are all more or less governed by the same 

natural law, "Self preservatioil is the first law of na- 
ture," and when a man risks his own life in order to 
save that of a fellow being, he takes a step higher, 
toward divinity. 

I t  was a strange business, this working on through 
the darkness, with peril hovering near and yet un- 
seen. 

At any minute they might expect to be assaultocl 
right and left, hip aiicl thigh by the thugs from Peru 
and those in their employ. 

A desperate battle would result, and how this 
might encl-who could tell? 

Now and then by means of n signal, the Yankee 
clctective would halt his men. 



Upon such occasions he was listening to discover 
if anything coulcl he heard that mould betray the 
presence of the enemy. 

Sounds came to his ems. 
Now it was the fluttering of a bat overhead, win- 

nowing his face as  it passed by, anon the squeak of 
a rat came, scainpe~.ing out of their way just in time 
to avoid being trampled upon. 

Sounds to disclose the locality of the e n e m  they 
failed to catch as quickly a,s they had expected, but 
progress was made all the while. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE EXPLOPION. 

Uidoubteclly the enemy wils rctreatiag just as  
fast as  they advaace(1. 

On no o t l w  hypothesis coulcl theil- absence be 
satisfactorily e~pla in~cl .  

All the while our friends had to be on their guard 
lest a sutlden attack ocmr. 

The common tl:~rkness matlc! it even lnonev a t  any 
rate, neither side llavirig an arlvantnge. 

Mr. Grimes led his men. 
He had certain signals by means of wllicli they 

could uucle~.stnntl what he tlrsired. 
In the tlarlai~ess, uillcw estra care was taken, one 

was apt to fire upon a frjeiltl insteat1 of a foe, and 
such a catastrophe would prove very serious, indeed. 

Slowly they crept along. 
One of the guiclcs was kept a certain distance in 

the rear with a lighted Imltera, which he concealed 
as  well as  he could. 

The idea was to have it handy in case it was sud- 
denly needed. 

Having made up his mind to shoot with deadly in- 
tent under the circumstances. the old detective kept 
his finger on the trigger as lie glided forward 
through the dark passage. 

One hnncl guided him. ~wnning along the wall, and 
seeking any obstructions. 

Thus his passage was very noiseless. 
He becnnie awwc of the fact that they were now 

a t  a point where tlw passage fol-ketl. 
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Which were they to taki:? 
'rhe puzzle could not be solved esccpt light was 

1)rought to bear upon the nlatter. 
Would it do to venture? 
He signaled for the man with the lantern, ancl in 

a minute the fellow was a t  his side. 
Then the detective took the slouched hat in which 

the lantern was buried, out of wllich he formed a 
sliielcl, so that the light was allowed to escape only 
on one side, away from him. 

Thus he had formed a dark lantern which would 
prove very serviceable. 

With this impromptu invention he began to search 
the walls of the passage a t  the point where it forked, 
looking for the white arrow. 

He found it. 
One question remained. 
In their retreat had the thugs chosen this passage 

or the other one? 
011 the other liailcl it wo~dd relieve them of all fur- 

ther trouble, and then again s h o ~ ~ l d  the enemy be 
ahead, there was a strong probability that a fight 
must take place. 

Sometimes Mr. Grimes took cliances. 
He found that coildition now. 
"We will go on, and if the enemy is in front he 

must look out. Forward, Antonio ! " 
The guide needed no urging. 
His fighting blood was up, and he had cleternlined 

to see his patron through. 
Thcy now pushed foward boldly, the man with the 

rude reflector now and the11 casting a flash of his 
light al~eacl to slio~v them the way. 

As yei 1:ot a sign of the enemy. 
This was hopeful. 
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I t  began to look as though tlic thugs and their 
guides llad taken the other route. 

This would be a piece of luck, inrleecl, should it 
prove to be the truth. 

Eagerly Mr. Griiues lool~ed for some sign of his 
f rientls ahuacl. 

Where coulcl they be? 
He recalletl every word of the interview last, hclcl 

with the Irish Monte Cristo, biit for the life of him 
he coulcl not remember whether lie llucl agreed that 
O'Connor shoulcl try to follow him or remain quiet 
until rescued. 

Suclclenly the man with the lantern uttered a n  es- 
clamation, a i d  a t  the same tiinc covered the bull's- 
eye in a hasty but effective innnner. 

Darkness f ollowecl. 
It  was pitch black around them. 
"What was it?" asked Mr. Grimes. 
"A man. We are outwittecl. The enemy has 

turned the guns on us. We must fly." 
"Bosh! What does a nlan more or less signify? 

Besides, we are here to make way with any and 
every obstacle. Forward ! " 

His voice no longer felt pitched in a whisper. 
He uttered his words aloud. 
Therc came an answer, too. 
"Better stay where you we. You may get hurt 

if you come any closer. We arc! three clesperate 
men, well armed. " 

The voice came: from the darkness beyond. 
"Surely I ought to know that voice. I say, Tom 

Grattan, ahoy ! " 
The hail rang out loud and clear, 
"Who is it speaks?" 
"Griine:~ !" 
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"Thank Heaven ! We are saved, Redmond, my 
boy. " 

Ah ! it was those he sought. 
The detective cast discretion to the wind, and ad- 

vanced hastily. 
In  another moment he was shaking the hand of 

Tom Grattan, who passed him on to another, a i d  
even in the semi-darkness Mr. Grimes Bnew the 
sturdy clasp of Monte Cristo. 

Saved ! 
Katy was there, too, and she put her fluttering 

little palm into the detective's strong one as she 
thanked him sweetly for the heroic measures he had 
undertalcen in her behalf. 

At that moment, while he held that little hand, 
and the warm blood mantled his cheeks, Mr. Grimes 
felt that he would willingly have gone through the 
same trouble again, did fortune permit, provided his 
reward would come in this way. 

Grattan and his guide had found O'Connor after 
considerable difficulty. 

The little party had been on the way back, when 
they heard the crash of firearms. 

Not fully understanding what could have Imp- 
pened, they came to a halt, and bided their time, 
convinced that in clue season they would learn what 
the cause of the disturbance was. 

Then came the shouts and shots rolling along the 
galleries which had accompanied the assault of the 
little company on the brigands. 

What occurred later we have already seen. 
They thought some enemy was advancing upon 

them, when they saw the fugitive gleam of the 
hooded lantern, and had thrown their little force 
into the best possible position fo r  clefensc. 



TEE IItISH MONTE URISTO ABROAD. 131 

Their joy was great when Mr. Grimes gave his 
name, and they realized that instead of foes they 
had found f riencls. 

It  was neither the time nor place for explanations; 
nevertheless, they gave a short accounting of their 
several adventures. 

We know what happened to the detective. 
After Mr. Grimes had left him, the Irish Monte 

Cristo had remained quiet. 
For hours his wife slept. 
He watched over her like a guardian angel. 
I t  was a duty of love; 
Realizing that he might soon desire to save what 

oil he had, he extinguished the light, and sat there 
in the darkness. 

Completely exhaustecl, Katy slept a long time. 
When she awoke it was with a little cry of fear, 

because of the illtense clczr.l~ness and a dream she 
had had, but her husbancl's arms were around her, 
and his voice uttered reassuring worcls of comfort 
into her ears. 

She became herself. 
When she learned what Mr. Grimes had said a,nd 

done, she insisted upon Redmond seeking rest, for 
he needed it badly. 

They ate a little. 
Then Monte Cristo lay down with a coat for a pil- 

low, and quickly fell asleep. 
He was greatly wearied, alld it was a comfort to 

know that his loving wife watched over him, her 
hand touching his brow with magnetic, sleep-pro- 
clucing power. 

Hours passed ere he awoke. 
l h t y  was still at, her post. 
Neither of them could mark the passage of time, 



132 THE IBISII MON'l'E CIiISTO ABROAD. 

but they realized that a lonq time must have elapse11 
since the detective left. 

They could even expect his retnrn. 
Perhaps it would be wise for them to be moving 

along, thus shortening the distance between them- 
selves and liberty. 

Redmoild had matches. 
Striking one of these he lighted a lantern. 
Katy insisted upon carrying this, while her hus- 

band took the other things. 
Thus they advanced. 
I t  was not hard work. 
I11 fact, as they went on, arm in arm, the young 

couple felt as though they were inesely exyloriilg 
soine ~ a s t  cavern. 

Their spirits grew lighter. 
They clicl not sec the grim specter Death hovering 

around, as if endeavoring to claim them both as his 
victims. 

Each had a slight headache, the result of being 
in this peculiar air so long; but with this exception 
they felt well. 

They did not inake very fast time, but after a 
while came to where the passage forkecl. 

Rernem1)ering the directions given by the old cle- 
tective, they found his chalk mark, ailcl liad no cliffi- 
culty in moving on. 

After a while they saw a light ahead. 
Not clrenming of danger, they hailed it as a beacon 

that meant sa,Sety to thein. 
What  was their surprise to see Tom Qrattan and 

a couple of guides approach. 
The meeting was affecting, for these two aclveu- 

turous spirits had shared many perils together, and 
were thus the dearest of friends. 
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Tom told his story in short meter. 
He spoke of Mr. Grimes as being safe, but quite 

exhausted, anti the o t h ~ ~ . s  supposed the old cletective 
had sent hini into the galleries with directions how 
to fiilcl the missing ones. 

After a short time they began to move along the 
back trail. 

Then it was they heard shouts ant1 the rattle of 
fire-armx, proving that two forces were arrayed in 
cleaclly combat. 

None of them knew what to make of it. 
Tom Grattan had a grave sus1)icion that he had 

been followed to Rome by the dark-facecl thugs, but 
he could not see what connection there was between 
this fact and the firing. 

Whcn Monte Cristo heard thc shouting he cleclared 
the brigands must have followed them, a i d  struck 
the passage ahead, but who they could be engaged 
with was a nut too hard for him to crack. 

While they were in this state of uncertainty there 
came the hail, and the old detective, with his three 
guides, appearecl. 

Of course he was able to straighten out all the 
crinlrs in the line. 

All seemed clear sailing now. 
Tho brigands llacl been chasecl away, and the 

thugs had taken the wrong route apparently. 
All that remained for our friencls to do was to go 

over the back route. 
They saw no reason for delay. 
Cl~eerfulness now reigned. 
The little party was reunited, and they knew 

there v a s  a marked passage out, 
This meant 1-uucli to them. 
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Mr. Grimes hacl forgotten a11 he had sufferetl, and 
was in the lead. 

There was only one danger he could anlicipate a t  
all, and this was the fact that perllaps the thugs 
with their guides had found the regular route again, 
and that the two forces would meet. 

He kept the others prepared for this. 
Without the slightest warning there came a sutl- 

den terrible rush of wind, accompanied by n horrible 
roaring souncl. 

I t  was as if the earth had been rent by the explos- 
ion of a thunclerbolt. 

Some of the party were knocked over by the force 
of the concussion. 

All were tremendously alarmed. 
Was it an earthquake? 
Terrible Vesuvius was not so far away. 
Mr. Grimes grasped the truth almost instantly, 

ancl it was a horrible realization, too. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

GRATTAN MAKES A DISCOVERY. 

An explosion had indeeil occurrecl. There could be 
no mistake about that. 

The Irish Monte Cristo was not so quick to grasp 
the truth as Mr. Grimes. 

"What under Heaven coulcl that have been?" he 
almost gasped. 

"Some of those thugs' work, I reclcon." 
"Then I hope they haven't failed to  go up with the 

debris. What could have happened?" 
"Nothing, What took place was the result of a 

deliberate plan. " 
"Then you think--" 
"I am sure that explosion was intended for our 

particular benefit. " 
"But we were far away at the time." 
Mr Grimes smiled. 
"I presume a residence in this uidergroui~cl place 

is not conducive to bright thought, for you seem 
ui~usually dull, Mr. O'Connor." 

"I know it, Mr. Grimes; but I begin to grasp the 
truth now. The esplosion was not meant to kill us, 
but to iinprison us here. " 

"Exactly." 
"Then let us hasten to find out what success has 

attenclecl the effort." 
"It would be well, seeing how much it means to us. 

Come, let us move on." 
All were now excited. 
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The terrible possi1)ility of further wandering in 
tho labyrinth brought a feeling of horror. 

They soon began to realize that they were near the 
scene of destruction. 

A dense dust tilled the air. 
It  seemed to disturb them considerably, for sevel.nl 

immecliately sneezed. 
"Lool'i here. " 
Directly in front of them lay a dwarfish figure 

across their path. 
I t  was wrapped in white ga,rnlents, ancl looked 

like a petrified Roman of the early cia ys. 
A11 of them examined the figure with interest. 
"A mummy,'' said O'Connor. 
"Yes, it has been hurled out of some cavity in the 

rocks by the explosion. Thus the haild of modern 
man disturbs a sleep of eighteen hundred years." 

It was astonishing. 
And yet any day we may see in a r e  t museums 

the mummified figures of Egyptian kings over three 
thousand years old. 

'as 
Those ancient worthies knew a thing or two about 

preserving mortal ~*emains, which are secrets never 
yet unlocked by our modern untlertakers. 

Leaving the mummy where it lay, our little party 
pushed forward. 

Their anxiety increased. 
If the passage was blocked up it clicl not neccs- 

sarily mean death to them, but continued wander- 
ing abo~lt the passages. 

This would be particularly disagreeable now, 
when they had begun to believe their troubles were 
over, and the way out ciear. 

Soon they came to piles of debris. 
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The worst would be known in the space of a few 
minutes now. 

At lest they stood still. 
The reason was obvious. 
Further progress was effectually barred, as the 

passage was entirely closetl. 
What had fallell into the opening from above they 

could not even guess. 
Perhaps some "palace" had been clestroyecl by the 

esplosion. or it inight have been some old ruin that 
l1ad fdlen when the mighty explosion shook the 
earth and stirred things up generally. 

To dig through that mass would be a work of 
h y s ,  evcn to lnen appropriately armed with tools 
for such a purpose. 

To those who were not, like our friends, it was a 
hopeless struggle. 

They surveyed the pile of rocks by the aid of the 
lantern. 

"What do you think, Mr. Grimes?" 
"I believe they must have carried some sort of an  

infernal explosive with them." 
"Perhaps a dynamite cartridge." 
"Possil>ly, and yet the force of that is downward, 

while this seems to have raised the frightful weight 
above, and then allowed all to sink back." 

"We have no hope here?" 
"None in the least." 
"And our only chance is to look for another pas- 

sage that will take us out." 
"What you say is true." 
"One thing gives me hope. If we come to a fork 

and discover your chalk mark there we will know 
we have struck the passage." 



"Yes, if the number is al~ove seven. That is what 
I hat1 market1 below here." 

"How high do they run?" 
L ( Twenty-three was nlarked as 'I: entered the main 

passage. We can tell just whew wc stand if we 
happen upon one of those. " 

"It was a happy thought that induced you to makc 
those marks. " 

"Rather. " 
They spent no more time here, as the husint:ss be- 

fore them was too serious and imperative to acllnit 
of clelay. 

A r o ~ u d  them they saw eviclences of other m~ulmli- 
fied figures that had been hurled from the rocky 
graves in the walls by the eslhsion. 

These thugs from Peru, who had guarded a trca- 
sure secreted for some centuries, and ~ 1 1 0  were 
bound to their duty by an oath hantlerl clown from 
the ancient followers of the Incit~, had tlisturbcd 
dust that had lain here six times as long as their 
venerated trust existed. 

Turning away, our friencls retracecl their steps. 
The first fork they cnmc to thcy turned and left 

the passage they had been traversing. 
Again the weary wandering began. 
How would it end? 
There was quite a party of them now, the thrce 

guides, Monte Cristo a i d  his ])rave wife, Mr. Grimes, 
alld Tom Grattan-seven in all. 

This nlade company. 
They cheered one another up by conversation and 

laughter. 
Since Mr. Grimes h a d  proven tho possibility of 

their finding an outlet, the chances of an awful doom 
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overtaking them did not seem so terrible, and they 
C O L I ~ ~  even joke. 

How much of this gayety was assumed it would 
be liarcl to say. 

For the sake of others men will often appear light- 
hcartecl when the heaviest of weights press upon 
them, and the outlook is gloo~ny intleetl. 

It all clclpends upon what kind of actors t h y  are. 
They came to a cross passage. 
Taking the one lantern which was lighted the 

old detective searched eagerly. 
Not a mark was found. 
Now the question arose, which way should they 

go in orcler to have the best chance? 
Mr. Grimes puzzled it out. 
With his chalk he made a diagram of tlieir course 

from the scene of the explosion. 
Then he cleclnred that by bearing to the left all 

the while their chances would be best. 
A new system was ncloptecl. 
This passage was labeled A. 
Tlius there would be no confusion. 
"I think," said Mr. Grimes, with a laugh, "that 

whei~  we get out of here, I shall have to put in n bill 
to the authorities of Rome." 

"What for?" 
"Because I have spent so much time in labeling 

the streets of underground Rome. I am now at 
work 011 the avenues." 

They all laughed at this sally. 
Mr. Grimes had such a grim way of perpetrating 

a joke that it was made ui~usually comicd-he 
seemed so serious that one would believe he might 
be a preacher or an  unclertalcer instead of a punster. 

Again they went on. 
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Hope was still bright within their souls. 
"I only wish those rsscds 11atl found tlwmselves 

on the wrong side of thc explosion, ant1 welee give11 
this trouble to escape." 

Tom Grattan said this with vehemence, for he 
could not comprehend why the thugs wanted to pur- 
sue them so desperately. 

He looked upon the treasure as something that 
was a thousaild times better in circulation, doing 
good among human beings, than hoarcled away in 
that cave far back among the Andes. 

Perhaps he was not far wrong either. 
One has to go slow in clealing with such questions 

as these. 
They will bear close analysis. 
Grattan was a good natured fellow, who hat1 a 

genuine admiration for his chum, am1 the deepest 
regard for Monte Criato's wife. 

He had seen O'Connor in times of clangel- when 
his own head was good for nothing. and the cool- 
ness of the other had impressed him as  bclongii~g to 
a n  heroic  SOL^ 

I n  his way Tom looked up to the other as his su- 
perior, and so profound was his admiration that a t  
any time he wouhl have readily laid clown his life 
for his friend, had the sacrifice been deemed neces- 
sary. 

And yet no man enjoyed life as it came, in its va- 
rious vicissitudes, more than Grattan. 

He was always cheerful. 
No matter how lowering the clouds might be, he 

sang and jested as only a light hearted Irishman 
could upon such occasions. 

A weary tramp followed. 
They seemed to bo going deeper into the bowels of 
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the earth all thtl while, for tllcrc! could be no doubt 
I ~ u t  that the passage clescenclccl. 

What did this inean? 
The Tiber coulcl not be far away. 
Were they lleailing toward the river? 
Perhaps the passage ran into the water. 
Such a thought occurrctl to MI.. Gi.iines, and gave 

him no little uneasiness. 
He loolcecl aheucl with a concern that he saw fit 

not to communicate to his friends. 
At last he halted. 
The reason was obvious. 
They could go no farther. 
A wall of' rock arose before them-the gallery 

came to an abrupt end. 
Turn which way they would, nothing met their 

eyes but the same rook. 
Coi~sterl~ntjon now succeedecl hope. 
There rlicl not seem to be a possibility that they 

could escape-their only clloice would be to try a i d  
make their way back to thc den of the brigands, 
and from that to the old ruin. 

No one said a word for several minutes. 
Even light-hearted Tom Grattan seemed to lose 

his amiability for the nonce. 
Mr. Grimes, always practicable, was the first to 

recover from tho rude shoclc. 
"Come," he said, "we must not feel bad. I've 

feared something like this woultl occur. " 
"Our little game is bloclcecl." 
"So it seems." 
"What sllall we (lo?" 
"I presume our only course is to t11nl back ant1 go 

over our old ground to the placs from whence we 
first started." 
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"Meaning the brigand's den?" 
The detective nodded. 
Qrattan was down on his knees examining some- 

thine; his quick eye had seen. 
"What have you there, Tom?" asked O'Connor. 
"Well, as far as I can see, it looks like the last re- 

mains of what once was a stout ladder. That surely 
was a round of it." 

"The cluse you say!" 
Mr. Grimes sprang to his side. 
He uttered an esclamatiou of satisfaction, which 

utterly bewildered his colnpanions. 
What was the man thinking about? 
"Sure enough, this was once a part of a stout lad- 

der. A lucky fincl, Grattiai~.'~ 
"How so, sir?" 
"Otherwise we had turned away. Don't you see 

where they needed a ladder there must be a way out 
of this. That route lies above. There is another 
level up yoncler, I firmly believe. " 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

T H E  R O C K  C L I M B E R .  

His words impressed the others, and sent a thrill 
through them. 

Could they be true? 
It would be a great thing for them. 
How were they to find out? 
Above them all was darkness. 
Mr. Grimes took the lantern and proceeded to 

make an investigation. 
He walked back twenty feet. 
Then, by holding the light up he found that he 

was able to see the roof of the passage. 
I t  did not c l i sap~ea~ gradually, but suddenly. 
This pleased him. 
He took several poles which the guides carried for 

feeling the depth when they came to a declivity, and 
bound them into one contilluous length. 

Thus he had a pole about thirty feet long. 
To the end of this he fastened the lantern. 
Then he raised it with the help of Antonio. 
I t  was an exper~ment, and a11 held their breath 

while success or failure remained in doubt. 
Then a murmur arose, followed by a cheer. 
All was just as Mr. Grimes had predicted. 
There was another passage. 
True, it began fully twenty feet above the floor of 

the one below. 
Their ladder was only ten feet long. 
How in the wide world were they to get up? 
It  was a tough question. 



Mr. Grimcis cousult,ccl witli tlie guitics. 
Antonio showutl himself Ijright a.t cslwdicnts. 
Perhaps hc: was partly stilmct up by the golden 

promise heltl out by Monte Cristo, in case 11c coulcl 
clarnber up to the level above. 

Money equivalent to a llunclrecl clollars is a sharp 
spur to an ordinary man's mind. 

"Here is a s t o ~ t  rope," lie said, pointing to one his 
companion carried. 

If one of their number could only reach the upper 
level it would not take long for the rest to be drawn 
up with this rope. Antonio wrestlcd with the puz- 
zle. He took the ladder ant1 climbed np as far as 
he coultl go, while tllc lantern still hung from the 
pole above him. Then he felt the face of the rock to 
ascertain whether its rough surface ofisred any 
chance for him to get a hold with hands or feet. 
When he came down there was a glitter in his eyes 
that told he had made up his mind with regard to 
the matter. 

It could be done. 
He took the poles apaxt. 
They were stout ones, and coulcl stand a good 

deal in the way of rough usage. 
One he bounrl to each side of the laclcler. 
This ii~crcasecl its length eight feet. 
The third pole he chopped into lengths the widlh 

of the latlcler. 
Thus rounds were made. 
In a ruck but effective way he bound each short 

piece to the new portion of the laclcler. 
The others loolcecl on. 
Naturally they were deeply intercstecl, for their 

own lives might clepencl upon the success or failure 
of the attempt. 



At iength it was finished. 
The men took holtl, a i d  tllc ladder was placed 

against the wall. 
Antonio wrapped the rope about his waist, a s  he 

ilceclecl both his arms frec. 
Then he began to climb. 
Reaching the top of the main latltlcr hc becalm 

nlorc cautious, as the ribk began herc. 
One of the lanterns llacl h e n  lighted, and this 

was also secured to his waist. 
I t  was a yictllre for an a,rtist-the weird surro~~ncl- 

ings, the man 011 the latlcler clinging to the face of 
the cliff, with a lantenl at  his belt, the eagcr watch- 
ers below, and occasiollally a bat flapping past the 
light. 

Antonio's kcen eyes sought every crevice i11 the 
roclc, by means of which he could lighten the weight 
that was on the loclcler. 

Sometimes it was his hand he thrust into the 
crack, throwing much of his weight upon his arm, 
and then anon his foot. 

Tediously but surely he was making his way 
toward the level above. 

Those below almost held their breath in suspense. 
What if Antonio lost his hold? 
Should one of the wrapped rounds give way, he 

woulcl be pitched to the grountl. 
Such a fall would inean disaster, broken bones, or 

a cracked neck. 
He did not mean to tumble. 
Before he took each step he made sure of it by test- 

ing his hold. 
Finally he was clinging to the face of the roclc. 
Another step would place him on the t,opmost 

round of the lengthened ladder, 
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Still he had not grasped the edge of the upper level. 
Could the plan be a failure jast because the laclder 

lacked a foot more in length. 
It would be too bad. 
Antonio now straightened Bimsclf un a i d  was feel- 

ing for a new hold above, pl-cpa~*atory to making 
the last upward step. 

Suclclenly those below heard him utter an exclanla- 
tion of satisfaction. 

"What is it, Antonio?" 
"My hands are fast above. I hold tlit! level," 

answered the Italian, jubilantly. 
"Goocl. Be careful-a slip means death. " 
Thc guicle knew this. 
He went to work systematicttlly. 
With one hancl he uiicoiletl the rope, and fastened 

the loop to a projecting spur of rock above him, al- 
lowing the rest to trail below. 

This gave him a means to prevent a fall. 
Finally, pushing his lantern well on to the shelf 

above, he prepared to follow. 
Every muscle and nei-ve in his body was put to 

the test as he drew himself up and finally got one 
knee over the eclge. 

To pull himself up was now easy work. 
Those below united in a shout. 
I t  was a, victory well achieveil. 
All honor to valiant Antonio, who had braved the 

peril and deserved the reward. 
The balance of the task was easy. 
Mr. Grimes mounted the ladder. 
With the rope to guide him, and Antonio above to 

assist him over the eclge, he, too, speedily gained the 
upper levol. 
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The other gujcles and Grttttnn followecl. Then the 
rope was lowered, noose cntl clown. 

Katy put her foot in the noose, and with a laugh 
told those above to haul away. 

Strong arms clrcw 11cr up. 
O'Connor watched her asccnt with his heart in his 

mouth, so to speak. 
When at the top he saw Mr. Grimes bend over, 

and presently his wife vanisllecl from his strained 
vision. 

She was safe. 
It now came Monte Cristo's turn. 
As he was the last, he securetl the end of the rope 

to the laclcler, so that this useful coml~aniun to their 
travels might be drawn up. 

There coulcl be no telling how soon they wonlcl 
need it again. 

Other like ascents might be before them, or a 
sudden clip that must necessitate a descent on their 
part. 

All was soon ready for progress. 
The gallery above seeinecl just about the same as 

the one below, only that it had ended in the great 
black pit. 

Convinced now that every obstacle must give way 
before such cletermined hearts, they pushed on with 
new resolution 

When the next "crossing"-as Grattan dubbed 
the forks-was reached, and Mr. Grimes set to work 
looking for his private stamp, the rest gathered ans- 
iously near, holding the mouth of the gallery from 
which they had just emerged, for fear they should 
enter it again. 

"Eureka !" 
"You have found it,  grime^?" 
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"Yes." 
"What number?" 
"Thirteen. " 
"Gail, I'll never call that an unlucky one again as 

long as  I live," cluotll Orattan 
"It is above the fatal seven, where the esplohio 1 1  

took place, hence the way from here on to the ( ~ I H -  

ber of skulls is clear." 
"Lead on, comrade. The sooner we are out of this 

musty old hole tlie bettcr it will please me. Why, 
actually it seems as  though I've been buried alive in 
these miserable catacombs of Rome for months in- 
stead of clays." 

O'Connor was thinking of his wife, too. 
Thc brave little wonian hail s u f h w l  much, a i d  

most of her sex would have given up the battle long 
since, but she hacl too much pluck. 

Filled with renewed hope am1 enthusiasm, they 
pushed on now. 

Every step counted. 
Woulcl those desperate foes throw any more ob- 

stacles in their way? 
They fui*vently hoped not. 
Other marks were seen. 
"We are near the chamber where the bones of tlie 

old Christians lie," said Mr. Grimes. 
O'Counur looked a t  his wife. 
She saw his fear and Iaughecl. 
"Don't be alarmed on my account, Redmoad, dear. 

My futlicr. was a surgcou in the old ccwntry, you 
remeinbcr. As a, girl I have played with the bones 
in his nfficc-just think of it-ant1 he said when I 
hellwcl him iu sc~vcral operations that I had inore 
nervc than most men. A grave-yard of bones 
woultln't scare m c  n bit." 
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Mr. Grimes lczughecl. 
"What a bravo little bocly we have here?" 
As for O'Connor, he was relieved of a load. 
"Bless your heart, mavourneen, if I faint away a t  

the sight, sure it's you who will tulcc care of a poor 
fellow." 

Katy's clear light laugh rang through the arched 
passage-a strange souncl, incleed, with such weird 
surroundings. 

"There's a light ahead," annouilced Antonio, who 
hncl talcen the lead. 

"Do you think it's the chamber?" 
"I have little doubt of it." 
As they aclvancecl it was seen that the place of the 

skulls indeed lay there. 
Entering it they looked for those whom Mr. Grimes 

had left behind here. 
The widow and her son came to meet them. 
They seemed greatly relievecl. 
"We feared that something terrible had happened 

to you," said the boy. 
"Yes, when that terrible explosion shook the earth 

we did not know what to think. TBen a party of 
gentleinen with guides passed through, going out. 
We yuestionetf them, and they sczicl soinething terri- 
ble had happened deep in there, and that if we had 
any friends in yonder we could give them up for lost. 
You may be sure we 11ave been very anxious all the 
while. " 

"What were the gentlemen like?" 
"Very similar to each other-2 thought they were 

Spaniards-the same ones who had made inquiries 
after you, Mr. Grimes." 

"You are quite right, maclem." 
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Mr. Grimes silw that the mother m c l  son were 
rea(1y to depart from tlic place. 

Tenderly they had placcd the mortal rcmains of 
the dear one in a sheet brought for the purpose, and 
which was tied LIP so that the guides in her employ 
could carry it out. Later on the bones o f  the lost 
Englishnlan could be put in a box and forwarded for 
burial to the "tight little island." 

All was now ready for the march. 
The procession moved on. 
After a11 their trials would thcy finally see the blue 

heavens again? 
Everything went well. 
The last passage was left behind. 
As they stepl~erl into the fresh air again, to find 

new life in its bracing ozone, the bells of a inonas- 
tery or nunnery near by were chiming. 

I t  was the witching hour of midnight. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Every one was thankful. 
Even the guides showed this, for it meant con- 

siderable money to Antonio. 
Our £our friends went to the hotel. 
After what they had passetl through, even Roman 

beds-ancl they are not the best in the worltl by any 
means-would seem comfortable. 

It was late in the morning whtm Mr. Grimes came 
down to order breakfast i11 the manner commoi-~ to 
travelers in the Eternal City. 

One of the first persons he saw was Gonzales. 
At sight of hiin the man startetl, ancl his 11and was 

half raised th his neck. 
Mr. Grimes knew that he kept a stiletto concealec2 

down his back. 
Some nations carry a knife a t  their side. 
Western desperadoes often have a bowie knife 

down in their right boot leg. 
In Peru assassias and persons who have need of 

a stiletto, coilceal it in a p o d i a r  sca1)Bartl just back 
of the ncck, where it  can be reached instantly, and 
is not a t  all in the way. 

Uusto~ns differ, you see. 
The man seemed to remember where he was, for 

he let his llailcl drop. 
Without hesitation the old detective wallcecl di- 

rectly 1 - 1 ~  to him, and lookd him in the eye. 
"Balked again. Make up your mind that the next 



t n l e  you try anything of that nature some one's 
going to pet hm%, ant1 it won't be my f~'ien(ls either." 

The man answered never a word. but there was a 
peculiar light in his eyes that the old detective ncvcr 
forgot. 

I t  was thc baleful glare of a murderer. 
The more he thought about these nlcn the more 

Mr. Grimes worried. 
They were equal to anything, and would not s to]) 

a t  the most clesperate crime. 
"We will never be safe until we buy then1 off. I 

shall take the first opportunity thitt offers to llavc a 
talk with the leader. Perhaps they are tired o f  it, 
too, now." 

They determined, however, before doing this, to 
make one last effort to throw the Peruvian blood- 
hounds off the track. 

Whell O'Connor appeared, the three men had a 
long consult a t' lon. 

"If it was in the States we would have little trouble 
in giving them the slip. There one is frec. Here, 
this plagued passpor: business describes your ap- 
pearance, and you can't .PO disguised." 

"That's a, fact. " 
"You've seen a11 of Rome you want." 
"Bah! I'm tired of the place. Our experici~c~s in 

those musty catacombs has given n ~ c  a clislike for  
the whole city. Whenever I hear Romc, mentioned 
again, I'll have that dry dusty taste in my mouth 
that is peculiar to the galleries." 

"Well, we'll go to St. Peter's this morning. Then, 
a t  noon I'll slip away and sche what sort of plan 1 can 
arrangc whereby we may be able to give these ras- 
cals the slip." 

They all agreed with him. 



THE IRISI-1 MONTE CEISTO ABROAD. 153 

So the quartette went to St. Peter's, climbing even 
up illto the great dome, and taking in all the won- 
ders of the cathetll-r~l as tourists clo. 

On the way back to the 11ott.l Mr. Grimes suddenly 
stoppe(1 the driver of their vehicle. 

"Wait n few minutes hcre. I see a n  oltl friend." 
As he stel)ped out he took the whip from the huncls 

of the driver. 
Watching him with unusual interest they saw 

him step up to a gentlemanly dressed man whose 
back was toward them. 

As Mr. Grimes put his hand on this party's arm he 
wheeled and presented a well known face. 

"Gerald ! " 
Yes, it was indeed the ti~eacherous guicle who had 

betrayed them into the hands of the brigands. 
At sight of Mr. Grimes the fellow's knees seemccl 

to knock together. 
"Count Braganza !" hc gasped, for it will be re- 

meml~erecl that this was the titlo our friend had as- 
sumed in his Italian disguise. 

"On deck, Gerald. You did not expect to see me 
here, I reclron, " replied the American. 

Gerald recovered his self-possession 
"I am clelighted to see that you escaped from those 

rascals, count. They beat me into a state of insen- 
sibility, ancl left me for cleacl." 

"That lie won't work, Gerald. I saw you playing 
cards with several of the brigands after we were i11 
their power. No doubt they won the money yon 
were paid for betraying us, but it was a noble piece 
of business; Gerald, and I've been thinking that it 
is a shame you have gone without a, medal for your 
bravery. I'm going to mark you now lor life." 

Zip ! 
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The whip c u l  ncrv)hs thc ha,~ltlson~c olive colo~wl 
face of the f i ~ l ~ ~ )  c~urier,  leaving a nrc-cl line where it 
fell so fiercely. 

Then for the space of a ininute or two there wnR 
the liveliest little circus possible. 

Qernl(1 drew a dagger. 
He would have buried it in the body of the dctcc- 

HOBSEWHIPPING: THE TltAI'l'(.)kL. 

tive had he been given the chance, but Mr. Qrilnes 
kept his whip playing in the most artistic fashion. 
blinding the fellow. 

Wildly the baffled guide roared and screumecl with 
mingled Isage an tl pain. 

Mr. Grimes fount1 little troul~le in f rupiug ont of' 
his rc;xc11, nntl put in good vork until tllc! I'ellow in 



clespair threw himself face clowi~wartl on thc stone 
pavcrnent. 

In Rome, just as  in New York, when a fight is 
over, the police officers make their a,ppearance. 

Mr. Grimes matle a plain stntenlcnt in Italian, and 
managecl to slip a coin in tlw 11311~1 of e i ~ h  oficer, 
which convincing argmnent settled the business a t  
once. 

Entering the vehicle he liailclerl what was left of 
the whip to the astouishtd driver, remarking: 

"There, I feel better now. The nest time that 
scounclrel betrays a party of Aincricans into the 
I.iancls of the lJrjgantls, I hope some one will put a 
bullet into his body for beeps. Driver, I will pay you 
for that whip, ancl I think the costs of that little 
affair very light in conncction with the satisfaction 
it gives me." 

They were soon at the hotcl. 
Dinner was served. 
Later on Mr. Grimes lighted a cigar, and saun- 

teretl out alone, intent on l~iisiness. 
He had his hancls full. 
I t  became apparent very shortly that he was being 

followed closely. 
A man saunterecl after him. 
To make sure tllc cletective turned up several 

streets, stopped frcrluently, and, although not look- 
ing back, matlo sure of certain facts. 

He had a little arwngelnent of miuute mirrors in 
his hand, and a glance in this told him what was 
going 011 in his re;~r. 

Wllcnuvm. he tulmctl i q ~  a strwt the slmdow cau- 
tiously did the sa~ne-if l~(: haltcd the man with tlie 
x t l  nrvk scarf appearc4 to be busily cngagccl look- 
ing in at some trndusman's window. 
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Mr. Grimes was used to all the signs. 
I t  took him but a short time to make sure that lie 

was really being followerl. 
Having definitely settled this thing to his satisfac- 

tion, the detective coolly examined his pm'suw. 
He saw a mail dressed like an Italian, and wear- 

ing brass rings in his ears. 
Noting his walk. Mr. Grimes camc a t  onw to thc 

conclusion that this person was one of thc thugs, art- 
fully disguised. 

The next job was to outwit him. 
Who could do this better? 
Mr. Grimes set himself to work. ant1 in just twenly 

n~iilutes he so confusecl the fcrllow that he was run- 
ning after one of a clozen Americans or Eiiglislinleil 
sauntering along the street. 

Leaving him here all a t  sea, the cuniling old 
man-tracker lnacle his way to the isivcr. 

Here, according to appointinrnt, he met the guide, 
Antonio, who hat1 been so well paid for his ser- 
vices that he was willing and anxious to continue 
on in the same line. 

The cletective clicl not as yet Bnow exactly what 
plan he would utilize. 

One thing alone he made surc of, and this was tbc 
fact that they must leave Ronw within twenty-four 
hours, uilknown to their pursuers. 

This was the game lw played. 
When he reached the bank of the Tiber he founcl 

Antonio there waiting. 
The guide liearc1 what lie had to say. 
Then he consideiwl a ininute while the detective 

watched his face eagerly. 
FIc knew Antonio could hell) them. 
"1 have it, signor." 
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"Goo(1. " 
"Ecsiclcs being a, guitle I am half owner in a small 

vessel. We sail by nloiming. " 
"Where are you Lountl ?" 
"To Atliws." 
"That is just tlltt ticket. They cannot clrcam of 

finding us there, ant1 we will have little troublc in 
passing on to Constuntinople." 

A bargain was soon made. 
Antonio agreed to have everything in ret~cliaess, 

am1 a boat a t  the lantliilg from midnight up to 
within an hour of claybreak. 

Fortuimtely they ti.avcletl with little luggage. 
It was their policy to buy new things antl tlisrartl 

the old-an expensive way of doing that only mil- 
liollaires could afford. 

So Mr. Grimes returi~erl to the hotel by a ro~md- 
about way. 

He told tho others what arrangeiilents lie hail 
nlade for flight. * 

They agreed with him that it was nu escellcnt ex- 
pedient, a i d  left the arrangemelits ontirely ill his 
haacls. 

Mr. Grimes talkecl of an intenclecl excursion on 
the morrow to visit Vesuvius. 

He even engaged guides to accoinpany them, and 
bought tickets for the passage. 

This was clone to blincl the eyes of any spy who 
might be watching near by. 

In the secrecy of their rooms they packecl their 
few belongings, cliscarcling everything that was apt 
to be cumbe~~some. 

Soon all was iu readiness. 
Mr. Grimes bade all lie clown and sleep, as lie 

promised to awaken thein at the proper time. 
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Thus they were not entirely cheated out of the 
night's rest they neetlecl so bully. 

I t  was just two o'cloclc in the ino rn in~  when the 
old detective softly a,wolce the rest. 

"Time we were moving." 
He had made dl arrangements. 
The entire bill had been settled on the sly, and 

everything was in readiness for a secret departure 
from the city of Rome. 

They made their way quietly to tho private en- 
trance. 

Mr. Grimes had seen oue of the thugs who stopped 
a t  the hotel, seated in the oflice on guard, nncl he 
only hoped the fellow would stay there. 

Once in the open air, he led the way around a 
corner where a vehicle was in waiting. 

Into this they climbed. 
I t  was rather rough this leaving city after city in 

such a hurried way, but the exigency of the case 
was manifest. 

Those thugs were bent on avenging the insult that 
had been off'ered their race by the men who had clis- 
covered and secured the hidden treasure buried by 
the old Incas, and sacredly guarded by them from 
that time clown to the present. 

At length the vehicle reaclietl the river. 
The driver was a man whose bnsiness did not carry 

him ncar the hotel, and he was paid well to keep 
away from there. 

Was the boat on haail? 
Yes, there it lay, and Alltonio himself came for- 

ward to help thorn in. 
A short tiinc later all were on 1)oarcl a small coast- 

ing vessel, the anchor was weigllntl, and just before 
early clawn they departccl from Rome. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

When noon came tlicy were skiinining along over 
the blue sea. 

Everything seemed beautiful. 
Being good sailors our little party felt only ex- 

hilaration from the motion of the waves. 
The little vessel with her sails spmtil, looked like 

a sea-gull speeding over the s ~ ~ r f a c e  of the water. 
Mr. Grimes lay down a11~1 slept sou~dly  for. some 

hours, as he had had no rest cluring the night just 
passed, and was tired out. 

The others talked about him. 
They realized the debt of gratitude they owed this 

remarkable man, aiicl notlii~lg would be too good for 
him when they came to settling up. 

How often he had saved them from the snares of 
the fowlers, their bitter enemies. 

I t  was exceeclingly tloubtful whether they would 
ever have left New York but for him. 

About noon Mr. Grimes joinc,cl them. 
Antonio harl himself taken cllarge of the little Ro- 

man sclzooner, leaving his partner to remain behind 
and hire out as a guide. 

He had a man and a boy for his crew. 
I b t y  looked into the pi.ovisio11 chest, and as An- 

tonio had bcen given mouey and orders, he had 
stoulred it with the I)esl the Roman market would 
afford a t  this tiinc? of year. 

The wife of the Irish Monte Ckisto was not above 
accepting a situntion as shc fount1 il .  
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When Reclmonil looketl her up he tliscoverecl that 
she hail taken it upon herself to superintencl the get- 
ting of dinner. 

The boy was wo~*lting unrler her orders. 
A royal dinner they had, too. 
Every one votecl Iiaty a success as cook, and their. 

praises inacle her clwelcs burn. 
So far everything was working beautifully. 
Mr. Grimes tleclaretl he felt like a new man to get 

away flmn Rome with its gases and musty old cata- 
combs, out upou the lovely Metliterranean, where 
the blue waves clanced so merrily in the bright sun- 
light. 

All seeinecl as merry as  a marriage bell. 
Antonio founcl that his neat little craft elicited 

praise from the guests, and he showecl his white 
teeth in a proud smile whcn they compliinentc-:cl liim 
up011 these things, which are not always found on 
a n  Italian coasting vessel. 

Redmoud O'Connor had been talking with An- 
tonio during the afternoon. 

He had made arrange~nents with him to let Athens 
go, and sail straight on through the Bosphorus to 
Constantiaople. 

This would save them much bothel., and a t  the 
same time tend to confuse their enemies, if by any 
chance they should discovcr that those they sought 
liacl sailed with Antonio for Athens. 

The clay passed pleasantly. 
Then came the night. 
They skirted the shore a t  this point, ancl entered a 

harbor, as  Antonio was a careful man, anti did not 
mr:ln to spend more nights u l ~ ~ i l  Llie open sea than 
he coultl hell), not hnviny the nautical instruments 



c:arri(-:cl O I I  ;rll I ; l , r y . r  \ c ~ i : ! * l ; :  I,(; W:i,t.il nlarjllors of 
stomis ~ ( 1  clisc.~ov~~r 111(,ir l~~~:s i i i~ ) i i .  

There was a t o w n  IIi,(,lr t11(- :r'llor.ct. 
The i?r.o,;ly.:~.nc~ c . ) E  I- lo^: c in:: jvi I,:.; vini!tis(l across the 

bay tc~ tlict~n, ~ ~ ~ ~ ' r o ~ ~ ~ ~ ) ; ~ ~ ~ i c : c i  1,j.' I11t' ~ ~ t i l ; i ! : i  o f  t l i ~  guitar 
or ~ ~ l a ~ d v l i i l ,  311il the voi(:es oi' 1131'1~ "ltiiliz's drtugh- 
tws.  " 

What with tliu ::oft ~ni-)oil!i~;lll,, .tho cla,i~ciiq wave- 
lets, etzc:l~ oE wllich ; < c ~ ~ , l c . r l  :;ilv~:~..-til)l~c.(l, tile frn- 
gKLllt Odor ill 'khe air, ;;11 i.1. t8/1c hd't ~1i)k;: O f  i l k t ~ ~ l t  
music:. it was a nigllt of poetl-y, long to be remein- 
bwec-1. 

T11e elicl~antctl t~.nvc!lws x1,t up Irxte. 
Tl1t.y rwnltl 011l:y with clil"ric.ul!;y tear tllerrlsslves 

away  aucl retire to rc:::t. 
It was 10ilg a f t w  mi~ ln ig l~ t  when 1,llcly tlitl so. 
As Mr. C41-imus a,wol;c~! lie! i.(.~;).li::o(I tlli~t i t  was 

bl:oatl'tlayligIlt. a.1111 tlw v(?:i::(!l i l l  motion. 
C o m i n ~  on tlw.1; 1atc.r. ]I<? fo111111 tliiby ~ c r e  almost 

out of sigh-& of lautl, omcd rwl:iin,n I)i?f~re a, strong 
east wiii.tl. 

T l ~ e  sen was 1noc:1~ rorr::hri* tllan nil thc? procctling 
clay, a s  tllo will11 l~ lc~w sti.~)~l;;c~~.. bu t  tllc? little: cr.aft 
was  xtnnch, ant1 a,$ yet tll:.i~-t t l i l l  not W C I - I ~  any  sc- 
~ r ~ e  inrlic::~,tion:: of I);LII ! , T T ( ! ~ ~ , I I C ~ . .  

As tlie t h y  n(lv:~ucevl t,lic-: win 11 g i ~ w  stl+onger, am1 
t h e  litte coaster rolIo(1 Iu~:-~.vily. 

Still she sho.vvcl.tl ~l)l(!i~ilitl ~piidit~ic::. mil. all l lni~ds 
rat1 ier en joyetl tllc esllil:-mki 11:: t1;w.h. 

Hours pnswl .  
Sntonio ap] warcd a t i - i f l t b  :LI I sic lri~:.  

FIo cast a, glanc-.c> c:vc~y I: I )TV ;1 .1111  L,!ICII toward the 
northc!;i.st, w l ~ i ~ c .  ;I, low-l~.i~r;l; lj:ii~k o f  c?loutls hp- 
p e n ~ c ~ l ,  am(-l t l u ~  winli. \v:i,s I L I I I ~ c ) L ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ; Y  working 
ai~)m1(l  L o  tlli1,t qu:~14:r-. 



"l'm afraid it. will. blow us 0111; into the oyen sea, 
ancl we rmy  have troubl.e," he said. 

All of them becmne s trifle anxious. 
The storm came on. 
Soon it became so severe that O'Connor insisted 

on Katy going below. 
Already the spray was flying high over the little 

craft, and the waves rolling. 
Sail hatl been reduced so that she simply carried 

enough to give her steerage way. 
Everything had been clone to make things snug, 

and the rest must be left to Providence. 
Sailors, above all others, have to be watclifnl. 
Eternal vigilance is.the price of safety, and while 

leaving things in a certain way to the guidance of 
the Great Captain il>ove, they watch for any chance 
to insure their safety. 

The blow increased as the clay grew older. 
At length the little vessel labored hard. 
"If we could on1 y make a harbor, it would give me 

some peace of miucl," said Antonio. 
The honest fellow was a good deal mor6e worried 

because of the passenge,rs he had on board tlinn on 
his own account. 

They were experiencing the worst of the storm as  
the aflernoon wnnei.1. 

Evening came. 
I t  was clestinecl to be a night never to be forgot- 

ten by our tou~ist  friends. 
The .wind howled t lwou~h the rigging, and fairly 

shrieked, as though a, legion of demons hacl been let 
loose. 

A1.l around them the waves rose ancl fell like small 
mountains! ant1 the fierce wintl, sn:~ti:hing the crest 
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off each billow, scattered it to l~ewarcl i11 the form 
of spray. 

Such a wild scene it was. 
Nightfall on the sea is always weird and grand, 

but how much more so wheu a, storm is raging in all 
its majesty? 

"If we can only Ixep away horn lan(1 we will 
weather the gale. " 

This was what worried Antonio. 
He feared lest with this howling wild and rolling 

sea the little vessel might be swept upon a lee shore 
and wrecked. 

He kept listening almost cnnstmtly for the awful 
roar of breakers ahaacl. 

There was one point he feared-w11el.e the rocks 
thrust their ugly length out into the sea. 

Once sure of passing this, he did not see why they 
need fear further clitnger. 

It was not long before the others lenrned his fears, 
and all were listening for ally svuntl tha,t might 
mean danger ahead. 

Now and then waves swept the deck. 
They only saved th~mselves from being washed 

overboard by lashing their hotlies to the masts or 
some stxtionary article. 

Antonio was a t  the wlwel. 
Near him Mr. Grimes stood, his arm locked 

through a rope, secure froin the gr i~sp of the hungry 
waves that swept; the drc.1~ 

Whenever there came a lull in the wii~d they nmn- 
aged to esclmnge a few worcls. 

Thc little vessel rocle tlit~ seas likc a rlnclr, but 
such was their msgnitinlc that a t  limes sllc looked 
like a chip poised over some dreadfl~l chasni, clown 
wllic.11 she shot with lightning velocity. only to nl- 



most be rnist:11 on 1101- S~ ; I I I .  ti:< 5110 c l i ldml tllc bil- 
low Leyontl. 

The night was nc) t  t1nl.k. 
Back of tht! i:lo111ls t l ~ ! ~  111c-)on shone, ~ l c l  this cn- 

ahlet1 tl1cin to s w  w11a.t. went  on. 
"We arc doing nicely, dntunio," sl~outecl Mr. 

Grimcs. 
"011, yes. If wo c:o.n only we~ltller that poiut the 

little ship can stantl it." 
He was l)~-c-)uil o f  tllc gallant way his vessel raced 

before the storm. 
It was calq4n.y ttllcm~ on their way at a rapid 

rats, ant1 in n fa ,vo~ .d~lc  ~ u L L ~ ~ c ' I - .  

O'Connvr wa.s tloul~ly a~~siou:<,  for he had two 
lives in his C ~ I ~ L I ~  inst,t:atl of oile. 

It was about ten o'cloc.1~ 
No one lmew the lioiw, for tlltm was not; the 

sliglltust c11niic:c i-)f looking. 
A.s y A  not bl~e 1iw:t slww of a b r d i  in tlic storill 

had apl.)earetl. 
The ctlomls wcvc! scidtliilg dong ,  anti once in a 

while the moou sllot into virv*., btrt t l ~ e  wintl rc- 
maiaed just as ~:I ,OIYCI '~I I I . ,  and the scrn rwle as high as 
it had at any t i~ne .  

A Iontl sl~orlt froin C)'Connor reacllod the ears of 
those a t  tlw wllc~?l. 

ISe was f o i v ; ~ ~ ~ l , ,  I~nving ffntcnc~tl lliinself to the 
foremast, and had ta,l;c+n ul)ou llinlsclf the cluty of 
a look-out. 

"Listc.n ! " h e  shnntcd. 
The o t h f : ~  (lid :w. 
W1le.u. t h ~  WWI:I moun t(rd a, l)illow, they nnnghi; a 

s o ~ u ~ ( I  al)ciul t11:1,l~ ~ ~ v l i t \ ( l I l  L o  st,rik($ a, c,llill to ,Llle,ir 
very soul?;-i~ W I , : ~  L l l t b  I.O;I,I. O S  I ~ ; L I I ~ ( ~ I * ,  

' L 1 3 r d x ~ s  a,l~(*ml ! " s:~ii.l MI.. Ci t i  i ~ I ( N  





The greatest danger lay in the fact thze with her 
acceleratetl speed she might bury her nose in some 
billow nnd never come up again. 

Like lightning Antonio sprang to .the wheel. 
His practiced eye took in everything. 
"May the Virgin prosper us," he uttered. 
They cel.tain1.y neeclecl the favoring power from 

above, for if tlwy escaped a t  all it would be by the 
ilarrowes t of margins. 

"We have a clia,oce," cried Antonio, as he held the 
wheel and put the vessel on a new course as close as 
he could with t l n t  terrible wind clri.ving it onward. 

Tlieir chance. was sinall, i t  al)penred, for the boom- 
ing ~on t inn~c t  almost dead ahead, and presently the 
P O ( ~ ~ H  loomed u p  before them, with the spray dash- 
ing wildly on hjgll. 

It was a feri.rfa1 sight. 
Once they strucl; all inust be lost. 
Each, one of them remained in an agony of sus- 

pense, trembling lest t h y  should hear the crash that 
would a.nnounce the  vessel.'^ doom. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

STEALING A BRIDE FROM A TTJEIETSH l3AREM. 

Nearer they swept. 
In  a few minutes now they wo.uld lanom the worst, 

whether they were destined to die here or pass on in 
safety. 

The luck that had :Followecl the Irish Monte Cristo 
in the past clung to hi111 still. 

"I believe we'll ~na.l:e it," shouted Antouio. 
His voice was drowned in the I*oni. of the baffled 

waters, as they dashed. against the inassive rocks, 
only to be hurled back in clefeat. 

The vessel felt the eff'cc.1; of this clrcntlful turmoil, 
and rocked in a manner that inust ho,ve sent a shiver 
of dread through innre t h n  one bra-ve heart. 

As she swept past the rock thore was not twenty 
feet to spare. 

I t  was a close shave. 
All of them breathed easiw when the danger was 

over, and an  open sea beyvncl. 
They had been saved as  by a miracle. 
For some time they labored on under this press of 

canvas, but as  there was constant cla.nger of clisas- 
ter, Antoujo a t  length decided to return once more 
to the goose wing. 

Through the re~nainder of the night they contin. 
ued to run before the gale. 

By morning it hat1 brolcen, and tlwy were d ~ l e  to 
once more hoist sail and take a course. 

Mr. G.rimes was astouisl.lec1 to find tlmt tho vessel 







He foui~cl in thy Greek courier a man of his own 
heart, ready for an adventure, and while the others 
were resting at niglit these two set out on an expe- 
clition. 

It was full of danger. 
This atlclecl spice to it for such hotspurs. 
Tomas was the courier's name. 
He had talien a Irenlenclous fancy for light- 

henrtetl Brattm, ant1 proposed slmming him the in- 
terior of a paslla's Imrem. 

Thcljr reached the outskirts of the city, a,nd climb- 
ing a wall entered private grounds. 

HCW grew lu~ur iant  trws and plants. 
I t  was truljr O~iental Eden. 
The moon lool~ed down upon the scene, and made 

it enchanting in the estreme. 
Orattan Ilucl a large spice of romance in his con- 

stitution, and he could not fail to be aroused by the 
soft beauty of the scene. 

They crept forward. 
Nearing the house they ~~~~~~d soft music, and 

lights could be seen hanging on the trees. 
It  was like fairy 1anc1. 
Then Tom found himself gazing upon groups of 

women, benutif 111 as houris. 
The placc was gunrded by several black eunuchs, 

but as there h r ~ l  pcrhaps never been occasion for 
their services as guards, they hail become lax in 
that particular. 

Tom's gazc was soon riveted upon one of the in- 
mates of the harem in particular. 

Her face fnscinatecl him. 
He believcd he was looking upon his fate. 
Finally, at his suggestion, the Greek attracted her 



attention, and Tom .was tl~.rilleil to sei-! 'his rliviu itv 
face to face. 

The wily Cfreel; infolmeil the girl that the brave 
American had. risked 'his life to see her. 

Tom knew a, 1.ittle of the Turkish tmgue, alld looks 
had to do the rest. 

He found the girl tliscontentuc-l with thcl life to 
which she was doomed, her parents having sold her 
to the pasha. 

The latter was immensely wealthy, so there was 
no hope that she could be bought. 

Finally the two intruders stole away, prom.ising to 
come on the following night. 

Grattan seemed to be walking on air all of tile SLIC,- 
ceecling day, and his friends con111 not but notice the 
sudden change in his spirits. 

He had entered a ~)i~sha, ' s  l~iwem, :~,nd riot only de- 
lighted his eyes with the heauty of the iim~n.tes, but 
conversed with the one p r son  for wl~om he hn,d 
looked these years-his fate. 

Again when night descencletl upou. the Orient, 
these two men set out to encounter the dnngers of 
their secret mission. 

Fortune f avorecl them. 
They passed through the garden, and for a second. 

time looked upon the hamm. 
Zella -was waiting. 
She watchecl her opportuiiity and joined. them, for 

her heart had already been strailgely touchecl by 
the bold Irishman's ways. 

They walked hither and thither in the garden. 
Tomas followed behind, wa,tchful for danger. 
Grattan, impulsive, like most of his nation, could 

make love in a way  to sLir up bht? heart of any sus- 
ceptible maiden. 
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Yrs, ::?~c! wc)~tI~l :!;o wi!;!l Ilim a n y w h e w  
' r ~ n i  g?(  , ~ i ~ : 1 1  in Iiis I I I Y ) ~ I W S .  

Ha ~ln~,i:lt:tl o f  L1lli~ at night, and thought of her 
all tJ mn~gl l  t! ~r (.la,)'. 

T l ~ c  rle~l{:~t-!ii~:!llt c;Lme sooncr than had becn an- 
ticil~atc.(l. 

For s(;liw ni~.ll'::; tllcy IIZI! 13em ~ L I c I . ; ~ ,  and  had 
b(!!.*ll :;l!:Lll it;: t i <  ) t,.ll:(~!. 

'I1l:is S:u*t,, [w~.ii.i,~>::, 1na11e t,licm a trifle reckless. 
T11:~y wc-~.c v;;.!I;i li;. a,l!-t;t% t.)~le, o f  tlie gm.t'le a l)aths, 

ant1 '1'1-ilri l,i~.t):?.L!li:!:q 7vii(,r(l:i of devotion into the cars 
oi tl~c? s ~ c . c ! ~  c : i . b ~ ; . ~ i - ; l ~ ~ c b  3.1; hi:; xitle, when suclclenly she 
u-t,t.c?rt:cl 3 :~I~l.ic-:lr of  terror. 

Hilf~ii.(: t 1 i c . 1 ~ .  in tlie pn:t81,, stnix1 n limnan figwe. 
It M';?.~ :% nmn, c.lr:i;n.:it,ly clnx-:c~l i n  Turkish cos- 

tii~lic', ;~.ii(l L i .a , r in~  :t ;;i:ii~iita,r-lilcc swortl nt  his side. 
Tlic!y Ilntl n o  nc!c<ll to 1 ~ s  t,oIrl who this was. 
Tl~c* 1):1,::11n stoott l):-l'oi.i% Illc?~n. 
, I  1)og o f  ;I,I~ i i l f i ~ ~ ~ , ~ l .  i ~ 1 1 i 1 , k  110 yo11 here?" he  de- 

mar~(l(?cl? llo:~r;i(.:ly~ m s l ~ ( u t I ~ i ~ ~ g  his bIi~,(le. 



6 6 Pnsl~n, I owe I,.I)U a11 nl~oll q y  lor tliis underlla,nd 
way c:)C tloing tl~il~g,s. I ) i~ t  1 I~a,vci fn . l l (~11  in Love with 
Ze11a 11(!1-c?, ai1(1 woul~l bay  J ~ e r  I):' you. Now, clon't 
get, nugry. pa,slln, you Irnow l~(:nr i-t is yo~~ l~sc l f ,  and 
-wl~nt you woald do ul~ilcr :;il~lilnr ci~.cml~staiices. 
N o  b g o  t 1 1  1 I o r  i t .  1 .will 
pay you five times w h , %  ZCL~LI, (:ost ;Y.(.)u. " 

This "l)lnrney, " as Ton, a , f t ~ t ' ~ i ~ ~ . ( l  (10sc.ribeil it, 
only seelnctl to furthcr elir:Lg:.c! 1 1 1 ~  Turk. 

"Wretclletl fool, you hnvc colllc to your death," 
lie esclnilnetl. hotly. 

To111 l ~ t l  tnkcw a step EOI-W;L!-II. 
Tllc shi 11ing blade of t!~c T ~ i - k ,  IZCYW as 8 razor, 

swr:l)t tll~~)ng,.h thc-! ;l,ir, a s  t ; l~~wgll  tlle yo.shn would 
have t l e c~ l~ i t i~ t ed  his t+nt?tny. 

Therc's 11ia.11y a dil) 'twixt ~111) ;11lr1 1.il). 
The. n~lvtruturw th'ol)1~k like a fltwll allcl tile blade 

wl~istlc?tl tlnougll tllin air. 

He llrtit no wcnpon in his Iliultl. nor cljtl he need 
one, for his clencl~atl fist mnle a.g:.nin:;t the heat1 of 
the irate pasha with a force that  woulil have ccr- 
tainl y ft:llcd ail. ox. 

The man w:i,s li~wlod. sc~usclcw to t l ~  g~ound .  
Now tho die was cast. 
Ci rat.tau turnstl %o tlic girl .  
"Zelln,, yon must ;;o will1 nw. 'It lnenlls death for 

yon to remain h ~ w ,  " 

Slio knew it. 
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Placing her liancl in Tom's she lookecl into his 
face, and said, soleninly : 

TOM COULD FEEL HER HAND TREMBLING. 

"I am yours, in life or clenth." 
Inwardly he swart? she slloulcl never repent that 

sincere trust in him, 



"We must fly," said the alarmed courier. $'When 
the pasha, recovers he will have hot pursuit made. 
Trust all to me-come." 

Turning, they h~~rriet l  Prom the garden. 
Tom sssistecl Zella, anrl he could feel her hand 

tremble as he held it. 
Uttering reassuring wolds tthep mo~ultecl the wall 

and were away. 
Danger still meuaceil tliein anlong the minarets 

and mosques of ConstantinopIe. 





"T've run o I Y  wi tll t l ~ '  lov(kli~:,t C'IW ti11~1 in his 
h n r ~ m ,  and intontl 1nn1iiu.q l i ~ r  Mrs. Grnttan a t  the 
earliest possil)le i)l)l)c )l*tilllj t;y. " 

Mr. ariinos almobt Ccll 03 hi:, chair. 
"Confouatl i t  o.11, Grat-tan, you've as  good as 

signet1 yoiw dwth  wn~-i.:~nt." 
"No, I haven't, by a long shot." 
"Wllere is she?" 
"Safe 011 1)oard a vesscl." 
"The clusc you say.'' 
"I've just run up here to get my things, and say 

gootl-bye to vou all. " 

"Where are  you boancl i"' 
6 6 Gairo, in Egypt. " 
"Take ciwc. Tho Turks art1 closcly connectecl 

there. " 
"1'11 fix it all. W1w1.c. will wo mcc3t you?'' 
"At Cairo. Wc'll lc.a,ve in a fcw days by the first 

regular steamcr tllt~t suils." 
"Goocl. I was c~strtmely lucky in nlecting our 

friend Antonio this evening." 
" WhaC! Antonio Ilere:"' 
"Yes. IIc mot with an accitlent, anfl  put back to 

port. All is ready for sailing. We will be off before 
the break of clay.)' 

"Well, it takw a n  Iris111n:~n to rub11 things through 
in a hurry. I tllouqllt, you wcre up to homething, 
yon rascal. Just Illill]: what clmger you've put 
your 110~1: in. " 

"Sho's worth it, man. Just wait till you scc her, 
and tllcil you'll agrcc\---" 

< <  3 Spare mu n lovei.'s rlla pwtlic~s, Tom. Time must 
l . ~  l)rccious to .YOU. ~ I ~ I ' U ' S  1 1 1 ~  ~ K I , I I C ~ ,  fill(l g 0 ~ 1  111~'li 
be with you, illy boy." 

The impulsive lover llnd indeed l)ccn favorccl by 



fortulle in liis l~ursuit, tllciugl~ i t  relnninecl an open 
question as  to wli,~tlm. l u ~ k  wc.~~ilcl continue to be 
with him ~poil .  .the sea. 

6 6  The vessel will pro11;~hIj~ be boariled ere you get 
through tlie straits of  Mnrmoix Wl.ut will you do 
then, my dear fellow ?' 

"That cloesn't wwry :mi. -4ntonio has a secret 
hiding place where we (:il.ll I H  secreted in case of 
danger. Don't c l l w m  but thil,t we sllall rea.c.11 Cairo 
in safety. Tho :lac:li that has i~ttentlncl. Tom Grattan 
thus Ear will see llim t l l ro~~gh.  !' 

T h  t h y  shook llailcls wxlnly-. 
Mr. Qi.ilnc.s lilxd tlir yonng .man, for he was as 

warm-lieurtrcl LLS he t v x  g:.eilc.:ru~~s, i~n( l  ever reczdy 
to assist a fellow I.,czing. 

Grattnn hurriwlly t l ~ l ~ a r t d ,  tnlcil~g Illis bag. 
Soon Mr. Grimes retiwtl. 
Some hours l;i,tc?r he hoaid n great rumpus, aiicl 

arising, discove~.ed that soldiers were in tlie house, 
searching for the i11iprutlc.nl; tourist who had com- 
mi ttecl the most fln.g:xn t nu ti.ag,.e that could be put 
upon n Turk-rifled a 11t~re111 of its loveliest inma,te, 
an.cl Icnockecl a pasha tl o w i ~  

This was a crime l)unislit~hle with death. 
Where was the misc:~.ct:;nt,? 
There were not n1~1,11y . ~ o I Y " . ~ ~ c ~ s  ill Constanti- 

nople a t  the time. 
Besides, the padm 11a.d sewguixecl the cluing in- 

trnder of his g ~ ~ ~ u i i r l s  a.s n~ie  of tbc. party of Ameri- 
cans who lmcl spent money so lnvisllly al.wat tlie city 
for some. clays p~~.s t .  

Orders had gone out to  take Tom Grsttan dead or 
alive, uilt:l n file of soltliurs was t'lispntched, a t  once to 
the Zlotei wherc he put 1113. 

They f ouncl the nest einpt,y. 



The bird had flow~l. 
Grext wn.s t;hc rage ol' i l l e  ~)a.slia when this fact 

was comn~uuica.tril t1.1 him. 
FIe put d l  the  n1a.c-11 inery of the govwnment in 

motion, for :~lthough hi;; loss llntl b13.11 merely one 
of tlollnrs rm(l ccwts, it \rrm a p~~ucecleut that might 
pi.nve costly in. the futnre. 

If a dog of an u t l l ) e l i t ~ t ~  cwal(l entcr n ha1.em a i d  
steal its choicest flower, who,t ~ v o d t l  they not at- 
tempt nest :' 

Perhaps the Turkish detec.tive for1.c: was not as 
much of a succrxs a s  it 1nig11L; have 'lwtw. 

At any rate. they fti.iletl to tliscovel. tlie irlaliner in 
which the fu.gitives left the city. 

fiuspinion fastened upon Antonio, sium he was the 
skipper wlm had c:~~i.rircl, t11.e Auneric.nus hi ther from 
Rome. 

As his little vessel wa:; pa.ssiug through the straits 
he was bonrcleil by Turkish ofFicw.s, u,nrl the vessel 
~ea,r'llecl from stein to ste~m. 

Not a sign of the fugitives could lw founcl, and the 
searching party wa.s 0i)in1)elle1l to believe that they 
were not on board. 

All the while Tom autl his bride were hidden in 
the secret recess, a n d  escqwtl discorery. 

Meanwhile those of our frientls -who ~mnainecl be- 
h i ld  were ohjec ts of susl.k.ion. 

Thry knew they were foliowc~d ahout. night ancl 
clay by emissaries of the pasha. 

It  made -them very ui~cotnfortnl~le to say the least. 
Of course, since it wi,s f'or Tom's s;~<H, they could 

stan (1 .it. 
The soouer they loft Turkish soil the better for 

their pc?a,ce of minil, 



Still i l  wol.iltl uol, tlo (,I) IICLI'I 'Y. ;I# SU(:~I  acbiou 
w(.)i~Icl ~ I W L I S ( !  ~ i ~ s l ) i c i ~ ) n .  

Tlic-y went tlleir way with the guic'lc: Tonlns. 
He tool; them to rriosq~~cs ant1 ~ L L Z L L I ' S ,  W . I I R I V ?  no.n(: 

but true bc1ievei.s in Mahuinet were allowecl tv en- 
ter  the sacred ;r;tr~ict~u.es. 

Some they saw into, l~owever. 
&Iuney is just a s  potent a power in thc couiitry of 

the Orient as our own. 
It lms a magic powcr that  persuntlcs. 1nen to (lo 

claring cluctcls, to betray trusts, and to cx~oinplisli 
won11e rs. 

Thc3 t i lw  for their clepnrturv drew ncnr. 
They had alrcncly tired of C'onstm~tinc )l)le. 
Its wonc'lers had plcasctl tllem nt first, but tlioy 

sooli palled nl)on the appetite. 
What  tlwy wu.ntecl now was a cllmqe. 
Perhaps by this t j l~lc Tom had ur~ivet l  at his dw- 

tiantion, a t  lnnst he had bcoa favored by good 
weather wllile on the way. 

Mr. G I - ~ ~ I C ' S  i n a ~ l ~  the arrnngc~nt?nts fo r  their sail- 
ing. as usual. 

He was becoming qui-to an  expert in tllis line. 
The t h y  arrivctl when tlloy wc.1.c to g,o. 
A blue sky was overl~ead. 
Eve~.ything loolwl I)eaulif nl, an11 it scomerl as 

though they wwe abut to l id  goo~l-bye to the lti,iid 
of the Ci.esi:ent ~mtler  favorable couditions. 

The un1ool;ctl-for often hnl)pc?us. 
Mr. Grimes w v c r  .felt suro of any-tlling until the 

lust 1)ossil)le chnncc! of losing it hat1 gonu. 
They were to sail nt tllree ill the nfternoou. 
&[I.. GI-iiilrs W:LS the first to go tlo\vn to the 1)lace 

wh tm tht! stc!o~nc-!~* lay. 
As llc! draw II(:;LI. 11~: SLLW :L 111~~11 sj tting ul)oil a pile 



o f  I Y I J ) ~  a11(1 ill l ' t ~ l l  v I ( * \ v  4 nS i.114: ~ I I I ~ , I ;  i l l  l l ( ~ ~ ~ ( l ( v l  1 ) : ~  
~ c n g c r ~  W O L L I I I  I I ; I , V ( :  I,, I [ , ; l , J i { !  t! i( I ,iJ~c$.y go :LIM.M,IYI, 
thougll he woultl ~ l i ,  the; ~ ; L I I I ~ - !  Lim: 1 ) ~ :  ~)wtially Ilitl- 
den himself. 

No sooner 11:~tl ill(! (~J~I':: of t l ~ c  y~ ,~ l l : cw  detcx.tj ve 
fa,llen upon this ltluu sc:;~t,t!ll IICIY!, crr I:;s-lc y q y l  Nit? a, 
r l  lurk, tllt~n an  t31ct;tric sllo('k S C V ~ ~ I I C C ~  to ~XLSS th-ough 

his eutirc fixnt-:. 
That was I)U(:L~ILS~ 1 1 ~  Imew h.in1. 
This pc,.~.:;oii -wcw one v;l~,.)sc: home was i n  far away 

Peru, who 11x1 trtxvel~'~1 ~ L U L ~ S L L ~ ~ I S  of uiilcs i n t c ~ ~ t  011 

revenge. 
It was one o i  t l ~ c  tliccgs. 
Mr. Qrimcs Ilu~l Ict 11;s cwpet; bag cl1~11) a t  sight of 

the fellow, fenb he was rluitc l;i.~la~n al)c~(:I;. 
Was there no S L L C : ~ ~  t l h g  :'~:r; tl~rowillg thc;!se+ s l e~~ t l l -  

houncls of?' the trail P 
He hat1 nut Ltxbn ili).tici.tl. 
It was a t i lw ~ 1 1 ~ 1 1  tllought mnst bc: estrclmely 

rapid in orclar to ivorl; out n solution to tlw puzzle. 
Lucldy Cfrimes wns j~ust, tllc. umn to gunq such n 

diEc.ulty by tile Iiorns. 
He coaceivetl n c l c ~ q ~ e ~ ~ ~ t t ~  l ) l i ~ ~  I ill ~ I I I V C !  m i i ~ u t ~ s ,  

after cloilginy 1)auk so that the wa.tc.l~ur nligllt not ljy 
any means sct cycs on 11iin. 

Turnin,q. llc 1nntlt3 liis -\IriIzy 1)nt:k to khe c!nl*nvan- 
sarp, which he rc!nc:htvl n l )  t i ~ .  ~nc I ~ I I ( \ I  lt too soon. 

Time ~ 3 , s  tv11011 tilt? T(II.!w ditl ii,ll tlluir ricliilg (:)n 
foot .or ctlse rode clonkc;:~. 

Now ca r~ iagw art? ill (*o11 1.~11011 we. 
A vehicle stoocl at t'l~o 11o(t1.. 
It was sonwthing 11,t~twc~crn n Ynrisian cab]-iolct 

,zntl n Itiissii~.n t l r ~ ) : i l < ~ .  
Ths iirivc:i. hat1 pl:r.c~:~l. n Ic~a,Lllc:~. j)ort~ tlan t c u  ancl 
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8 valise on -top, wb.ilo a, gantJl~r.mnn was helping a, 
lady to enter the vehicle. 

It was the Irish Monte Cristo. 
Mr. Grimes smiletl. 
Luck favored l l inl .  
He called oirt to attract Retlmoutl's attention, and 

the  latter, renlizi~lg that  something wnst be wrong, 
waited outside. 

117 a few sent(mces the detective told what he had 
just witnessed, and O'Chunoro's brow grew black as  
a thunder cloud. 

"Let them follow us. The nest  tiine any one of 
those clevils crosses illy pa,tll I'm going to give him a 
taste of tllis. I 've stood, it, long enough." and he 
tapped the  revolver in his pocket. 

"Try their pntieuccg a, little Iougcr. I think I know 
how they can be baHled. If we get to Cairo we will 
have a week before the m x t  stcamel. arrives, and by 
that  tiine we can ha r e  visitcxl. -the py~mnids  and lost 
ourse'lves-to them. " 

"True, sir. What  do you prop~:ie?" 
"Qet into the vehicle. 1'11 sit beside the driver, 

and give him dir-ections where tco go." 
Mr. Grimes had an idea. 
He believed it was possib1.e by m.eans of the rail- 

road, providing a train WRR going out soon toward 
the west, t o  1-eacli a point nlai~y milea ahead on the 
course the stemner nins t td ie .  

Here they could debark, a~lcl. hire some sort of a 
boat to take them out to the steamer. 

Such a course .woulcl baffle their foes, keen though 
they -were, for a, tiine at least. 

Under the magic influence of good pay the dr i~ler  
stirred u p  his sluggish beasts. 

They finally reached the station. 
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Here bad luclr met them. 
A train had left for tile west just ten minutes be- 

fore, and there would not bo another for at least five 
hours. 

This was discouraging. 
O'Connor begged to see the official in charge. 
That worthy was affalde cnough, and when Red- 

inoncl offered to gay an eilorirlous sunl for a specittl 
engine and one carriage a short distance down the 
line, he ordered it out. 

Turkish ways were su slow t l ~ a t  our Friends feared 
they might lose the stcwner. a,fter all ; but once the 
"special" started it made good time. 

With what aniazemcnt many of the old Turks 
years ago must have witnesst~l the :wrival of the 
first engine. 

I t  seemed to be Lhe cleat11 lcnell of their ancient 
institutions, which must tlt.clinc1 now while the power 
of the civilized west crept in. 

The reign of the T1u.k in Europe draws near an  
end. 



"This is what I call life,'' mid MI*. Griincs, g,rct,)-ly, 
as the special, tlrnwn 1.))- i~ lmlfing:.. panting oltl loco- 
motive, a t  si;<lil of .wlii~h -wc W I S I I ~ ( ~  have turnad up 
our hmlcls in holy ~ O : . I W I .  (in i.111~ ;::itlc of the Atlantic, 
went spinning along, lonving tllo city of the Turks 
f a r  bcliind. 

Tlle clay wa.s glorious. 
Overlwa,cl 1111: sky wn:; of tlmt clwp blue color. 

wlljoll is genc:rnlly ::po!rcn of in connection with k l -  
iall scen~ry ,  I)cc .~u:~\-~ i t  is marc Ercquontly sccn 
there, though a t  timcs pcc:uljni: to even our change- 
able America. 

A cool breeze stirred the tropical trees, birds 
caroled, and eveivy li t ik wl~iltv glimpscs could be 
see11 througli tho foliage of tl~c: I~cnutilul blue! Mar- 
morn, g l j t t~~r ing  like t~ pniat,cd sea. the gem con- 
llgotillg the Elack Baa with -the lMc(li tcl.ru.11can. 

How tile Runsinl-11.; havo for agos fought clesper- 
ately for possession of C!nust:~iitii~ol~ln. 

Tile monstrous ei11pi1-e is 1)011llt!ed oil the east by 
tile Pi~cific.., the 1~0i~l;ll Ly the? Arctic, am1 the west by 
the Atltmtic occnns. 

Her south rel;iti~~;< 011 tllc Elx:k Ben, she has no 
outlc!t -to the Mctli tc.i~i\.ll (>Ll, i l .  

Hence 1lr:r s.tr.n,qfilt~l;: t,o tln.ow thc? Turk out of 
rapt‘, Il;~,vc c.a.iisc?tl somc? of t,l I [ !  mosl; tlcspcvnte of 

wnl-s f row. t l~o  Ch~i~ncx~x d o w ~  1 ~ )  1,ho Turkish-Rnsso 
wax of tllc scvonties. 

I t  was a, fair scene. 



Aftcr a little trc pub 11.t t , l h  .wads flo~iu, and a sllarp 
1001~out kc+l)t Eor tllc! I-(~(!:LLIIC'~.. 

She ct~mc a11 tll(_: SOIJI( i I ~t )ILI.S ;!.f't~r nigl~t  ~ t l t  in, and 
her liglltl; coulil. l)tr soci1 ~ ; L J -  rl~!w~i the s t ldis ,  us she 
advancetl rapjclly, 

The water W;LS ~ i o t  1~11.igl~. 
At the p r c q ~ ~  iinic ~ ) u r  fricn~ls cY!ntcw.cl the boat 

and were rowed o ~ l t  in tl kc? ;-:~c;LI I I C ' I . ' ; ~  t i x k  
Their old frit?ncl, t1.1~ mooli, axow while they wore 

malring over the wa.tt-r. 
That heavc?nl,y lcuninnry Ioolrctl as thoug'll she had 

been in an eilq~;1..yi2lllellt oi' :;01:10 SO$ f'f.)r m e  side 
was badly httwecl. 

They a f t e r w ~ ~ t l  Icwsncd th;tt thr? oltl fellow who 
owned the bont Ili~tI t~\.!~c'~i tlwil~ in ~:~.)lttl)let,(!Iy, a,s he 
had to stay the s t t ~ l w r  any W;IY to Ii:~niI in certain 
gove~mnent 1)apes.s. 

I-Iumnn n ;~tur.o is prc!tty I I I W : ~ I  iill~! s x n c  the ~woi;liI 
over, it will Lc: Ponnd. 

The stc?ainc.r cnnlc o n .  
T h ~ y  e~~.io~.cbtl tlltl siX,llt i~~~iiic!tl~c,.ly, tlic: S ~ I O ~ A  of 

-the f:nno~zs :iR.:~.i 1,s "I>t!iils. c.oi.et.ct1 wit11 trcos, and the 



breeze waftiqg the  ctc:lor o-l' :rromatic spices and 
flowers across the -wa.ter.. 

Finally the  old l'urlrisli bo:~Lrnan waved his lantern 
when the stecxiner c:rLme nc:xr. 

Elhe answertd it -with LL whistle. 
Then her. motion ceased grr~CIu311y miti1 the boat 

was run up alongsiclc. 
When the oW(:c-:rs on boartl-they were English, 

by the way-understood that their missing passen- 
gers had I~ired a spociul trc-tin, and llearled .then1 off, 
they conceived :L grea tor aclniimti on for Anierican 
pluck tlxm tliey 11ti.d ever hncl before. 

A means of getsting them iboartl was soon brought 
into application, a sort of swiuging (!hair not unlike 
the old clucking stool, in which they used to drop 
women convicted of being cornmon scolcls into the 
water. 

Soon all were aboarcl. 
Our friends again felt tlleir spirits ri.se. 
Fortmie had favored them another time, and they 

had a fair chance. 
This was all they asli-vtl. 
The steamer suon nlovetl on again. 
Seated 011 cleck the little pai%y cougratulated each 

other on the success of their scheme. 
Everything hncl wol-Ired well. 
Sometimes, no matter how we1.l we plan, a hitch 

occurs that throws all our ca1i;ulations into a miser- 
able heap. 

Luck enters into every game. 
Mr. Grimes knew this, and when in an adventure 

of this kind he made all connections, he felt espec- 
ially proud. 

They joked a b i d  t l ~ t  villainous 'heathen of a boat- 
man who had clecaivcd them so. 
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Presently they learued that they had been hood- 
winked even worse. 

The steamer put in at  the port below, and lay there 
until the arrival of .the regi~lar train from the city. 

Hence the obliging railroad officials, who could 
have told them this fact, hncl allowed then1 to hire 
a n  espensive "special," and told thein to get off 
above, instead of conling clown to this 'place. 

"I'm glad we're out of the villainous country," 
said O'Connor, "they'cl. cheat you out of your boots 
even while you were awake. " . 

Mr. Grimes laughed. 
"I a m  generally accoiultecl a shr*ewd man, and no 

doubt in my line that is true, but t l~ese foreigners 
can fleece me as easy 3 s  tlle vei-jest greenhorn. All 
you have to do is to grin and bear it. We suffer the 
,con~mon fate of tnurists, and when. they come to our 
land, I've no cloubt sharp Yaukc!es cheat them, too." 

When they saw t l ~ e  stoaintir meant to stay here 
for some Ilours, our. fl.iencls thought they might as 
well get some sleep. 

So they sought their state-~.ooms. 
Tx~rkey fears England, and is generally servile be- 

fore the cross of St. George. 
Hence vessels flying the British flag have re- 

spect paid to them such ar: is not vouchsafer1 to any 
d 1011. other individual 11. t '  

Mr. G-rimes slept s011ntlly in spite of tile noises that 
were heard. 

He awoke w11el1 the vessel st~irtcd agadn, but only 
to turn over mil s I ~ c ~ . ) .  

I11 the morning all were on rlttclc f u r  a breath of 
fres1.l air before brenkf:1.st. 

They we1.e just passing out; WE the &a-its into the 



blue Medi tc~r.i~:~n~l;l.tl. :~.n ti. s u m  W:LI: L I , ~ U U ~  as 
lovely a on(: a,:; (.o11.111 l i ~ :  ~ L I I L L ~ ~ ~ I I ( ~ ( ~ .  



Tom 0rntt:~n's :iclvcii tun: n w i v i d  the greutwt 
share o f  their a t t (4 ion .  

He was a f;i,vori t c b  with :dl. 
Nono of Llleni hi~tl :<(.cbli tIi(b fnw of ihc lovely girl 

who lint1 enc.linin~1 the boltl lr isl~~nriu, a ~ c l  nintle him 
risk his 11tv.k for her. 

1iat-y w:i s filletl with feminine curiosity to look 
upon the clienner. 

She hat1 1i;wtlly secn the face of a single woman 
while in Coustuntinoplo, so jenluusly do tile feinnlos 
hide their charmjng f~aturcs .  

Rest assured it is uvt ac('ol~ling to i ~ n y  wish of 
t h e i ~ s  that this is (lone, but bccnust: thu illoil have 
made a law to that efl'ect. 

She hat1 lieurtl inuch with regurtl to the beauty of 
the Circnssian and Gcwrgian gii-1s. who are gener- 
ally sold into the Turlrisll hri rvm, an(l was anxious 
to see tlie face that hail caugl lt t11 e chivall-ous Irish- 
man. 

Duriilg the clay Mr. Grimes mntlc 3 d i s c ~ ~ e r y .  
"We have anotlirr p:Lsstwgcbr 011 I,oai.tl, " he said 

to the Irihli Moiitc Chisto, jlwt a t  evening, as they 
e leaned over the rail forwnrtl, alltl watcllcil the prow 

of the steamer plow u p  the wtiter. 
"I tlioughl the c:isptuin told us last night wc were 

his only passengers?" 
"That was when we came al,oard." 
"Yes." 
"It was trucb, then. Thih l)nssrngPr must have 

come abnnrtl a t  ilir fort on tlii. straits. " 
"I schc. Tlicb stcal~icbr ~ ~ u a k o ~  it a point to wait there 

for any 1)cl~t~cvl l)nsrcwc:c.r, m c l  this party was do- 
1:~yctl like ns, lmt l i ~ l ( ' \ . v  ts~io:~gh t~ tdic  the rug,rul:ar 
train, ant1 niot Iiinl il w 1 1 c  , I ( .  ~.;~ilro;~d. " 

0 

They both langlletl LL t tl ~ih. 



The joke hail lwen n pi-ctty costly one, but money 
was the last thing this priucc-: of inillionaires botherecl 
his head about. 

He could not begin to sl:)encl the acc~~unula,ting in- 
terest, ni-uch less nlake a n y  iinpression on the gigan- 
tic sum representing his p1.ii1cipa.l. 

"What is he like?" 
"I didn't say it was a man." 
"Ah ! a wonlan pn.sssuger, trn,vc!ling doue.  Tho-t's 

rather strange. " 
"There  yo^^ arc agaiu, Mr. O 'Connor. jumping at 

conclusions. I Ilaven ' t well the pnssellger, aacl 0111 y 
guess it is a man.. The! pa.rt.y oi:cul)ies t11~ nest state- 
room to milre. amd I II~?:LI.c~ l l i i i~ .  cough once. Besides, 
I got the odor of to1~ac:c:o. " 

"Why the ilizse clon't he come to his menls?" 
c 6  Sick, 1 pe1.11nps. " 

"Not on tllis slnooth sen. It woulcliz't make the 
poorest traveler squeamish. Eesi~les, sick travelers 
don't geilerally hanker after n cigar." 

"Right you are, sir." 
"Seems to me there's something inysterious about 

this lone passenger." 
The two looked a t  each other. 
There was significan~e in tlmt glance. 
"Supposc you t ry  n l d  see whnt the party 1001~s 

like, Mr. Grimes." 
"Wil.lingly. A chance will cnme before we reach 

Cairo, even if I have l;o l)oi.c? ix  h ~ l e  in  the thin par- 
tition sepa,rn,ting our ronms." 

"Good. ') 
"HOIJ S U S I ~ ~ C ~ : , ~ V ~ ~ ~ ~ ? "  
"First, he 1nt1.y be 1% spy sent 'by that hzrious pasha. 

Tom betloviletl, to tlisc:o\.er if:' we meet Cirattan iu 
Cairo. " 



"Quite true." 
"Then again he mnly prove to be one of our :in- 

.vetel.ate foes. They might. 1in.v~ g ~ e s s c d  a t  the na- 
ture of the trick we ~ l a , y c ~ ( l  tllcxl~, m1(1 seat; one of 
their nuinl.)er down to tile Itort , C o s l ~ l ~ v ~ ~ u s  to learn 
if we lit~cl con le all)( )iwtl aTtcr t h u  s ttJamer sailed 
from Co11stantinol)lc:~. W~IC:JL 1w 11c-:;trd i ~ o w  this hncl 
been clone it w:~s his Lr~siness tu semi back .word, 
and then stick to ns like n. It-bec'l1. " 

"Well put, Mr.. C)'C!onnor. Ttm'cl make a good 
lawyer, I'm sure. All this is based upon the fact of 
his proving to be one of those men.. " 

& d y e s ,  > )  

"Well, we will !mow the tru.th soon." 
Mr. Grimes set to work. - 
He knew no such word its fail. 



MR. GlEIMES L A Y S  A DEEP PLOT. 

From that time on Mr. Grimes devoted himself to 
this one task. 

He really felt tliat his reputatii~n was at stake in 
discovering the identity of the uuysterious passenger. 

After the eveuing meal had been eaten they sat 
on tleck t'ov a Icmg tilne. 

Mr. Cirimes at length left O'Coi~nor and his wife. 
He went I)(~!lo W. 

Nuiselessly entering his state-room, wllich he Ilad 
left unloc6t::l on pmpose, hc l is tend to hear if any 
so~ultl came from bcyoutl. 

Yresently he lleard. sonic oue open a, door a,nd pass 
into tlle cabin. 

The mpste~~ious passenger was going on deck to 
get a 1)i-t~nth of fresli nil.. 

All this sec~nrtl very si~s;;l)icions. 
Why shoultl Ile act in. this way? 
There nlust lie somethin?g 11,nr:I; of it. 
Soon Mr. Chimi::: dso s1jpl)ctl out, and matle his 

way towart1 the? ooinpnnlun way. He saw that it 
was quite cl:i.rk on tleck. 

Thus hc! was nblc to move al)cjat without baing no- 
ticed, a n ~ l  soon t1i:;covcrctl the party for whom he 
sought. 

The lone passenger was walking .up and clown n 
certain part o f  the tlcck 

His s t q )  wn;i quick a.iitl nervous. 
A broatl-l)rinln\c.tl felt hilt trovcl-cvl I l k  l i ( -~~ ' l .  
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He also wore a cloak, the large collar of which 
was turned up about his neck. 

Identification under the circumstaiices was simply 
impossible. 

Still Mr. Grimes did not give up. 
He bided his time. 
It would not always be thus. 
The opportunity he desired would come a t  length, 

and he must be ready to take advantage of it. 
He watched the dark figure. 
Up and down the mysterious passenger walked 

for almost a full hour. 
The detective remembered that the man would 

have to pass a light on the way to the cabin. 
As there was no use remaining on deck longer he 

went and stationed hilnself there. 
Patience. 
His inan would soon come. 
Perhaps he would be able to discover the other's 

identity then. 
One good look a t  his face was all he desired. 
Would he get i t? 
Hark ! some one came. 
Mr. Grimes mas on the alert. 
I t  proved to be the captain of the steamer, on his 

way to the cabin. 
A false alarm. 
Again, p a t '  ience. 
Finally he was rewarded-footsteps sounded, and 

the man in the cloak appeared. 
As he drew near the light he deliberately put up 

his hand and drew the brim of his felt hat far down 
over his eyes. 

Neatly clone. 
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Even the foiled detective could not but feel an ad- 
miration for the man who thus baffled him. 

Each successive defeat only made him the more 
determined in the matter. 

He woulcl know yet who this man was, and what * 

his mission here. 
There were more ways of attempting this than 

would enter into the philosophy of most men. 
Mr. Grimes, being a veteran detective, knew a 

trick or two, you may be snre. 
He quietly enterecl his room. 
There he set to work. 
With a small instrument he bored a hole in the 

partition. 
This could be enlarged if he found he had struck 

the right spot. 
The ship's timbers groaned and creaked some- 

what, for the wind and waves had arisen with the 
going clown of the sun. 

All this noise, so customary on board a steamer, 
would serve to deaden any sound he might make in 
thus using a gimlet. 

Soon the hole was made. 
Light came through. 
He knew from this that he had selected a proper 

place to make his trial. 
Another instrument was introduced. 
He worked slowly. 
The game was worth the candle. 
At the end of a short time he found he had the 

hole large enough. 
Then he applied his eye to it. 
Again disappointment. 
He saw across the state-room, and any one coming 
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within range of his vision must have been readily 
identified if known to him. 

Just as he realized this his vision was suddenly 
obscured, as though some object had been clapped 
over the hole. 

This was not so. 
The mysterious passenger in the adjoining state- 

room had simply "dousecl the glim," or, in plain 
English, extinguished his light. 

Thus was the indefatigable detective cheated a 
second time of his prey. 

Did he give it up? Not much. He simply took off 
his outer clothes, and crawled into his bunk to ,sleep, 
not lighting his candle, because the little hole was 
open, and would be betrayed to his strange neighbor 
by the arrow of light. 

Mr. Grimes awoke. 
He heard the bells of the vessel sound, and rea- 

lized that it was three o'clocl~ 
The steamer was pitching at  a lively rate, and Mr. 

Grimes was by this time enough of a sailor to know 
that she must have encountered head winds and 
quite a sea. This would retard her progress some. 

He turned in his bunk, having been lying with his 
face to the wall. 

As he did so a gleam of light struck his eyes. 
It came from the hole in the wall. 
Somehow it sent an electric thrill through the 

frame of the old detective. 
He realized that his chance had come. 
Why had the unknown passenger relit his candle? 
Was he sick? 
P e r h a ~ s  he was fearful lest a storm might buret 

upon them, and, like humanity everywhere, hated to 
meet it in the dark. 
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Whatever his motive was, Mr. Grimes did not care 
a particle. 

I t  served his purpose. 
He quickly made his way across the little room. 
Once he had to sink to the floor to avoid being 

pitched heacllong against the partition. 
I t  was only a few steps from the bunk to the other 

wall, and he reached it without accident. 
Then his eye was glued to the hole. 
He had guaged the height from the arrangement 

in his own state-room. 
The hole came between the two bunks. 
For perhaps half a minute Mr. Grimes crouched 

there, with legs spread out to brace him against any 
sudden dip of the vessel. 

Then he gave a grunt. 
What did that signify? 
Had he made a discovery? 
Turning away from the hole, Mr. Grimes took a 

small wad of paper, and filled the cavity. 
Chuckling, he crawled into his bunk again, and in 

ten minutes was sound asleep, despite the rolling 
and pitching of the vessel. 

Morning came. 
Our three friends gathered a t  the table with the 

officers of the steamer. 
The mysterious passenger had his meals in his pri- 

vate state-room. 
Mr. Grimes waited. 
Half of the morning had passed away before he 

was able to see Reclmond alone. 
There was no need of alarming the wife of O'Con- 

nor, she had had trouble enough. 
The lrisli Monte Cristo knew something was in the 

wind, 
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He coulcl see it in the other's manner. 
Smoking, they again sougl~t the vessel's prow, 

where they cou!d see her dip into each wave that 
came along. 

"Well, what is it?" 
"I've found out who our passenger is." 
"Ah! who can he be?" 
"OUCSS. ') 
"Any one I Imowl" 
"Yes." 
"Let's see-Gonzales?" 
"By Jove ! you're a wizard, Mr. O'Connor." 
"Then it is that man?" 
"Without a iloubt." 
"Tell me how you found this ont." 
Mr. Grimes did so. 
The other could not but admire the pluck that had 

carried the battle to victory. 
As the situation was anything but pleasant, he 

soon came around to the old query: 
"What are we going to do about it?" 
"Leave it to me." 
"That man ought to be got rid of." 
"I'll promise you one thing-he won't follow us 

from Cairo-perhaps he will never reach there.': 
"YOU have a scheme?" 
"Several of them." 
"Confide in me." 
"Suppose he reaches Cairo-I shall hire a gang to 

hold him for a week." 
"It can be done?" 
"-4nything can be accomplished with money, as 

you very well lznow, sir." 
"What else?" 
"This is something of a, trailing vessel. We stop 



a t  several ports in our rouadahout way to Cairo. I 
have a plan in mind which can be put into practice 
under favorable auspices." 

He did not say what it was. 
They soou found that the spray occasionally flew 

ovei. the spot wllere they stood. 
Hence they retreated furtller aft. 
As the day advanced the storm increased, and the 

vcssel labored hal*cl. 
She was not a crack stenmcr by any means, 

though perhaps good enough for her trade. 
The captain, fincling himself driven in near shore, 

decided to make for a harbor near by, and this was 
reached about four o'clock. 

Tliry were now in quiet water. 
After the buffeting of the storm this was very ac- 

ceptal~le, and all en joyed it. 
Mr. Grimes was 011 the alert. 
He saw several boats put off from the town, hav- 

ing eaterprisinfi Greeks aboard who desired to sell 
the passeagers something. 

Mr. Gi.iines picked out his man. 
He took him aside, and had a long talk. 
Somc lnoi~cy was passed over, and more promised. 
O'Connor watuhetl him. 
He believed the cletective was making some ar- 

range~nei~ts  with this Greek sailor. 
All would be kiiown in good time. 
The sailor fillally rowed away. 
Mr. Grimes sought the c*aptain. 
"What do you think of the weather, sir?" 
"Wind is shifting-sen will go down rapidly. No 

doubt in the world but that we will leave here a t  
break nf (lay. " 

This news pleased Mr. Grimes. 



I t  agreed with his plans exactly. 
When I h t y  had gone l~elow, about nine o'clock, 

the old cletective took his patron by the arm. 
"Light up a cigar, ant1 have a, walk on deck. I' 

"I thought of retiring. " 
"I woulcln't if I were you," significantly. 
O'Coimor looked at him closely. 
"Why not?" 
i'I need your help.?' 
"The cluse you do." 
"The time has come." 
"For getting rid of that rascally thug2 " 
"Yes." 
"Then count me in.?' 
He s t r ~ ~ c k  a wind-proof match, and lit his cigar. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

CONCLUSION. 

"Now tell me your plan of campaign." 
"It is very simple. I lmve hiretl that Greek boat- 

man to be on hand under the large port in my state- 
room a t  esactly midaight. The moon will rise be- 
fore one, so when he comes the darkness must quite 
conceal him. " 

"Go on," eage14-y. 
"We will then be rid of our enemy, who will be 

obliged to lay over here some days or weeks." 
"But, goodness alive, man, you clon't tlljnk he will 

consent to go with the boatman." 
Mr. Grimes coolly knocked the ashes from the end 

of his cigar with his little finger. 
"I don't intend to ask him." 
"Well?" 
"He must go in a seiiseless condition.)' 
"How can that be arranged?" 
"This way. When he was out of his room I en- 

tered and fastened a strong black thread to the 
bull's-eye that swings shut in the port-hole, which 
thread I passed through to my room. 

"When the time is ripe a gentle, steady pull 011 that 
thread closes his only means of ventilation. 

"Then I have n means of ejecting an  odor through 
the hole i11 the wall that, inhaled by a sleeping per- 
son, will render them insensible for hours." 

"Chloroform?') 
"That is one of the ingredients." 
"After that all will be easy." 
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"Yes. We can enter his state-room, and pass him 
out to the boatman, who will keep him secure until 
after the steamer leaves." 

"What does he believe?" 
" I told him this man was a Russian spy, having 

learned that he hated the natives of the White 
Czar's domains, having suffered in some way from 
their severity. He is only too glad to pay off his old 
grudge and receive a fat price besides." 

"Mr. Grimes, I've said it before, but I ropeat it 
vehemently, you are a wonderful man, and I hope 
you'll remain with me the rest of my life, wanting 
for nothing. Act the part of my private sceretary 
in truth-handle my funds as  you please. but watch 
over me and mine. Will you promise to stay?" 

"I see no reason why I should not, sir. I have 
become so much attached to you and your good wife 
now, and so interested in your fortunes, that I should 
hate to think of prirting. Besides, where could I 
do as well?" 

"Shake hands on it, Mr. Private Secretary." 
They talked longer. 
Time passed. 
O'Connor consulted his watch a t  the binnacle light. 
'LAfter eleven." 
The night was dark. 
Although the wind had almost died down, the 

waves of the great sea still lashed the rocks outside 
the snug Grecian harbor. 

Around them the only soui~cls were the lapping of 
the little wavelets against the steamer's hull, or the 
creaking of a mast. 

"Time I was a t  work. Come below with me. Once 
we enter my state-room not a, word only in a whis- 
per. " 
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They went below. 
Mr. Grimes pulled the wad of paper out of the 

small hole in the partition. 
IIe put his ear to it. 
His practiced hearing soon enabled hiin to catch 

the measured breathing of a pcrson asleep. 
All promised well. 
He groped around for the black threacl. 
This passed out of his port hole and into that of 

the adjoining state-room. 
Gently but firmly pulling upon it, he had the satis- 

faction of closing the bull's-eye. 
All was now ready. 
Mr. Grimes took up a sinall affair, and inserted a 

tube in the hole in the partition. 
Then he turned a diminutive valve. 
A slight hissing sound ensued, not enough to 

arouse an  orcliilary sleeper, and certainly not under 
such circumstances as these. 

This was the gas escaping. 
. It now became only a question of time. 

Mr. Griines counted to himself, having figured be- 
forehand how long he ought to hold out. 

Finally he again turned the wheel of the valve. 
The hissing ceased. 
"He is now utterly oblivious to mundane affairs. 

In  the wolds of some accomplished scholar he 'don't 
care whether school keeps or not.' " 

"But how are we to get hold of him?" 
"I can open the door." 
"Yes, but the gas?" 
"Wait." 
Going to his own window, Mr. Griines climbed 

out without the sliglitest hesits A t' ,1011. 

He had made all his nalculstions l~forehaud.  



There was a, plam he c:o~.lli'l 1'cst his f e d  O H  sollie 
four feet below. 

It  was an easy task for one as agile as hiinself to 
slip along and push open the bull's-eye of the next 
state-room, pulling off the black thread a t  the same 
time. 

Then he went Back. 
A short time later aiicl he touched his companion 

on the arm. 
"Hark! I hear a sound beyond there. I believe 

it is the Greek boatman feeling his way aloug the 
side of the steamer. " 

This proved to be a fact. 
The man was signaled. 
He stopped just below. 
It  was as blaclc as a pocket, and yet he could see 

anything above him, outlined nga in~ t  the sky. 
"I've changed my mind, and will leave the door 

locked on the inside, as I can enter through the port- 
hole just as well. " 

"Do YOLI want my help?" 
"You had better come. ' I  

They had no difficulty in entering the adjoining 
state-room, and Mr. Grimes lit the candle. 

There, on the bunk, lay the dark-featured for- 
eigner, the man they knew as Gonzales, one of the 
thuqs from the Andes. 

Mr. Grimes smiled. 
He had made no mistake with regard to the effect 

produced by his gas. 
The man was unconscious. 
He lay there as  incapable of action as a dead man, 

and yet his body lacked the rigidity of a corpse, and 
could be readily moved. 

They lost no time. 
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Making sure the boatman was below, they passed 
out the thag to him. 

A11 was successfully done, and without any noise 
that would have attracted attention. 

The man hacl a small satchel. 
This Mr. Grimes also gave over to the Greek, with 

instructions to hand it to the other when about to 
let him go free. 

"That is all." 
The balance of the sum agreed upon was handed 

down to the boatman, who took Mr. Grimes' hand, 
ancl pressed it warmly. 

Then they knew he had pushed off'. 
Presently they heard the sound of distant dips in 

the water a i d  turning of oars in the thole-pins. 
Their enemy had gone. 
The two men shook hands with each other, blew 

out the canclle, climbed into Mr. Grimes' state-room, 
and half an hour later the detective was enjoying a 
sound sleep. 

He felt that he hacl earned it. 
Morning came. 
When Mr. Grimes reacllcd the cleclc they were 

miles out a t  sen, and headed on their course. 
Woulcl the absence of the thug be soon noticccl? 
At breakfast our frjencls chatted gayly. 
About noon the captain, a, jolly Eritisher, called 

Mr. Grimes over to him. 
"A strange thing has hapoened." 
"Eh?" 
"Our steward reports that the other passenger we 

hacl on board is missing. He left the vessel when 
we lay in the harbor." 

"Very probably." 
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"By the way, Mr. Grimes, there are sharks in this 
water." 

"Indeed," with a suspicious glance. 
"If you had fallen overboard last night we might 

have missed your number at our mess. That strip 
was a beastly narrow footing," 

The cat was out of the Bag. 
It was evident the captain knew what they had 

been up to. 
Mr. Grimes came to a determination. 
"Captain, let me tell you the whole story. Then 

if you blame us for sending that man ashore, I'm 
willing to make any amends possible." 

"Spoken like a man, sir." 
"Have a cigar. Now let's get where we will not 

be interrupted. I think I can entertain you for an 
hour or so with as exciting a series of adventures as 
ever a novelist dreamed of." 

"Come to my room on deck here." 
They were soon safe from intrusion. 
Mr. Grimes started at the baginning with the 

troubles and adventures of Redmoncl O'Connor in 
Ireland, his escape from a British prison, flight to 
America, the search in company with Grattan for 
the long lost treasure of the Incas, and the series of 
surprising adventures that had followed their suc- 
cessful flight with the untold wealth that for centu- 
ries had lain in the heart of the Andes. 

He dwelt upon the cruel nature of the heartless 
men who followed the lucky explorers-how they had 
attempted murder in every shape. 

When he had finished, the captain lit a fresh ciga,r, 
and then deliberately shook hands with him. 

''Tell me, now, captain, did we do wrong in put- 
ting that bloodthirsty devil ashore last night?" 
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"No, a thousand times no. It would have served 
him right if you had dropped him into the water. 
It's what he wo-ald have clone with you." 

"I know, but he has some show of right on his 
side, you see, and that makes a difference." 

'"I'm glad he's gone. I never did like his looks, 
and had a suspicion he was up to something when 
he did not come to the table, yet devoured good 
meals in his own room. I must confess I presumed 
he was some political fugitive." 

Mr. Grimes was glad to have the captain's appro- 
bation placed upon his act. 

It freed him from much uneasiness. 
He sought the Irish Monte Cristo, and brought 

him, together with Katy, to the captain, who was 
pleased to sllake hands with them again, since he 
had heard of their wonclerful adventures. 

So the steamer plowed her way through the blue 
waters of the Mediterranean, bound for the far 
away Egyptian port. 

Their voyage promised to be pleasant, the last 
storm having cleared the atmosphere. 

Life seemed full of golden promise, and the future, 
as seen through the conjugal spectacles, was one of 
una,lloyed bliss for Redmond and his bride. 

If there were clouds threatening to obscure the 
sun that shone upon them, they did not see their 
dark outlines. 

The present was bright-the future must take care 
of itself. 

Mr. Grimes lolled about the deck watching the 
flying fish lift their bright sides and skim over the 
surface of the blue waters. 

How lovely it seemed. 
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"And to-morrow the captain says we shall bring 
up and anchor at Cairo." 

Katy's brow showed signs of trouble, but her ap- 
prehensions faded when other thoughts came. 

"We shall see Tom, and Mrs. Tom. I do wonder 
what she can be like to have captured his flinty old 
heart. I am prepared to love her, too," she de- 
clared enthusiastically. 

Here we will leave them, with their haven almost 
in sight, and the sea calm around them. 

Perhaps other storms would come upon them, and 
Mr. Grimes' ingenuity be called into play in order to 
extricate them from the difficulties a Monte Cristo 
is bound to meet, so that it may be we shall see them 
again ere long. 

[THE END.] 
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tnllr nnd act. It is the short-lived romantic dream of a young woman 
of culture and refinement, accustomed to dl the luxuries of wealth, 
whose mental vision first does not rnnge beyond the rose-colored 
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"AS the probabilities are remote of the play 'The Old Homestead' being 

seen anywhere but, lo large cltles I b  Is only falr that the story of the piece should 
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is not sald or done on tlle bo:uds, yet It is no Inon: verbose Lbun such a st,ory 
sllould be. and i L  gives some good plctures of tMle s c e n ~ s  :lnd people wllo for s 
year or more have bet% dellgllting t11011s:inds nlplltly. Uncle Josh, Aunt. Tlldy, 
Old Cy Prlme. Renben, the rnytllic~rl Ulll  Jones, Llle sheril'f alld all the other c!::lr- 
actel3 are here, bcslde nome new ones. I t  Is to be honed tuat, tlle book will nlnke 
a large sale, not only on its merit,s, b ~ t  that oiher piay owners may feel enconr- 
aged to let t,llelr works be read by the many thousands who cauuot hope to see 
thcm on tlle stage."-iV. K l t l ~ m l U ,  June 2d. 

and jeaiousy, wltliout an irnpore tl~ougbf,. and wlLb the bealtlly flator of tlle 
nelds In everv clln.nter. It Is founded on Del~rnan Thomoson s clmrna of W I ~  
old ~~ornesteah.~~-:~.  Y. Pwss, Mny 26Lh. 

Messrs. Street & Smith, pnl~llsl~ers of the N 1 y  170rlc IPrrW, have brougllt 
out in book-form the  tory of "1'11e Old Elolnesrend, tbe pity arlllcIt, c i s  produced 
by Mr. Denmau Tlloulpson. Ilas met wlbl~ sucl! wondrous sllccess. It will pruba- 
bly lmve II great sale, 1,111l.s jost.ifylng the toraslgI11, of the pnblisl~ers In glvlng the 
drama this uermaoent Rcrlon form."-,V. I: dloi%inn Jmirntrl, June Bd. 

"The popnlarlty of Dennlan Tllompson's pl&y of 'The Old Ilomestead' has 
encouraged Street b Slnltll, evidently wlth hls permls~lon. to pl~bllsll agood-sized 
novel with Ghe swne tltle. set lu Llle Same scent:s iind Includi~~g the sxme cllamc- 
ters and more too. 'i'lle book Is a fair match for the play 111 t,l~e elmple good Laste 
and real abillty wit11 wlllcll 11 In wrl1,teu. 'I'lke pnblisI1e13 are SI.reel, & S1111t.lr. anrl 
they have gotten the volume op In cheap populnr form."-IV. I: U~~cplric, May 2s. 

"Denman Tllompson's play. 'Tile Old Ilomeskad.' 1s fan~lliar. a t  lensr by rep- 
utat.ton, to every p1a.y-goer In the couutry. 113 t,r~lt.ll Lo ualure aud Its slnlple 
pathos have becn a11rnlra.bly preserved in this story. wbicll is founded upon It 
and tollows Its Imldents closely. Tbe reqniremeut,~ of the st,ng nlnlie t,l~e action 
a llttlc Iltlrrled nt I.lmes, but tlle scenes described are bronpl~t before t,he mlnd's 
eye wlth rem:LrItable v~vldne%?~ ant1 Llle porlraynl of life in tlle IlLLle New Eng- 
land town 1s almost perreet. lllose who have never seen the plnv can get a n  
excellent Idea of wllaL it Is Illre from the book. Botll are rrce Irolu s&~rln~entalily 
and sensation. and are remaritably heitlLhy In tone."- Albnrql f3':r:pws.r. 

uDenman Tllompsou's 'Old Ilolnesteacf II:U been put ~ u t o  story-form and is IS- 
sued by Street. & Slnlr.11. The story will so~newllat explnln to those who have not 
seen It the great popolar1t.y of the play."-RroolcL!ln 'f'irrirx, Jnna 8th. 

Dlav or not."-i\mlrorucL I/WJIL~C, Washlnpl on. D. C. - - - 
"Herr we have the shadetl lanes. tlle dnsty roads, tile hilly pastures, the 

nealtetl roofs. tlle sclll)ol-llouse. :mtl Lhe fnlnlllar 61ces of dear old Swanznv. nnd 

yews by tlie mendaclons Cy Prllne, who Ilos never Ilnd cowape t,o propone-; 
the fall 01 cl~ecountry boy 11160 the temptations of c1t.y llfe and 111s recovery b 
the good old m:m wlio brhves Lhe metropolls t,o tlnd Iilln.  be sr.nry prnbodles a$ 
that the play tells, and all that i t  suggests as  well."-Km~srrs City Joum.al, 
Yay 27th. 
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Issued in clean, large type, wit,li hnnclsome litllographed 

cover, and for sale by all Booltsellers and Nervsdsalers ; or sent, 
poslage free, to any address, on receipt of price, by the pub- 
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cover, and for sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers ; or sent, 
poslnge free, to any address, on receipt of price, by the pub- 
lishers, 

STREET & SMITH, 
P. 0. Boil 2734. 31 Rose St., New York. 



$TREET & SMITH'S SELECT SERIES 
OF 

POPULAR AMERICAN COPYRIGHT STORIEB, 
BY POPULAR AUTHORS. 

In Handsome Paper Covers, 25 Cents. 

Xo. 8. 

An Entrancing Love Story. 

VELLA VERNELL ; 
on, 

AN AMAZING MARRIAGE. 

B y  Mrs. SUMNER HAYDEN, 
Author of "Little Goldie," etc. 

I n  originality of conception, and artistic skill in the construc- 
tion and developmen t of plot, the story of L ' V ~ ~ ~ ~  V I R N E L L ' ' ~ ~ ~ ~  
compare fnvornbly with the most meritorious works of fiction. 
The language is grac-eful and foicible ; the style is earnest and 
captivating ; the i~lcidents are novel and dramatic-a series of 
animated pictures, so very life-like that the reader becomes 
impressed will1 their reality ; the characters are capitally drawn, 
and speak and act like sentient beings ; while the plot is fresh 
and ingenious, acd evolved with the tact of a master-hand. - 

'PEICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 

Issued in clean, Iar~c? type, with handsome lithographed 
cover, and for sale by all Booltscller~ and Newsdealers ; or sent, 

ostnge ffree, to  any nddrcsu, on receipt of price, by the pnb- 
Eshers, 

S T R E E T  & SMITH, 
P. 0. Box 2734. 31 Rose St., Mew York. 



STREET $ SMITH'S SELECT SERIES 
OF 

POPULAR AMEBICAN COPYRIGHT 8TOREES, 
BY POPULAR AUTHORS. 
- 

In Handsome Paper C'overa, 25 Cents. - 
ma. 4 

TWO INTENSELY INTERESTING STORIES. 

BONNY J E A N ;  

THE C H E S T  OF G O L D .  
By Mrs. E. BURKE COLLINS,  

Author of "Sir Philip's Wife," "Xarried for Gold," etc. 

A love story of absorbing interest, artistic i n  construction, and 
founded on an entrancing plot. 

A SEVERE THREAT. 
By Nrs. E. BGRKE COLLINS,  

Author of "Bonny Jean," Sir Philip's Wife," etc. 

A story exciting in action, brisk in movement, with several highly 
wrought dramatic scenes. - 

PRItCE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 

For sale by nll Booksellers and News Agenfs, or will be sent, 
postage free, to any ncldress in the United Stntes or Canaddn, on receipt 
of price, by the publishers, 

STREET & SMITH, 
P. 0. Box 2734. 31 Rose St., New York. 







My Soul! I menn that bit of I'husphorus that  h k e s  the place." 

JAR. RUSSI;LL LOWELL. 

Grosbyls B i  t a l i zed  P h o s p h i  tes, 
From the Nerve-Giving principles of tho 

Ox Brain and the embryo of Wheat. 

For 20 years has been the standard remedy with Physicians wh:, 
treat MENTAL and NERVOUS DIXORDERS, 

It strengthens the intellect, restores lost 
functions, builds up worn out nerves, 
promotes digestion, improves the memory, 
cures all weaknesses and nervousness, 

" I t  is :L vital ~iutr ient .  Phosphitc, not nu iner t  acitl T'ltospl~~cte." 

56 YY. 25th St, N. Y. For sale by D~lggisls, or s c ~ t  by r l ,  $1. 




